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To Ez PUBLIC; 


HE Nzw FoundLinG HosprraL ror 
© Wir, and the Fycitive MisceiLany, 
being completed; it has been defired to 
continue the Plan of collecting ſuch Fugi- 
tive Pieces of Merit, as are either circu- 
lated in M. S. or occaſionally printed in 
the temporary Publications of the Day. 
This Work may be called a Continuation 
of the former two, being printed in the 
ſame Manner; and therefore it is hoped, 
will prove as agreeable to the Public. 
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ON THE TENTH OF JANUARY, 1777, THE Co- 

MEDY OF THE PROVvOK'D HUSBAND was 
ACTED, AT A NEW THEATRE, NEAR HENLEY 
UPON THAMES, BY THE FOLLOWING PERSONS ; 


Lord TownLy, by 
Manzr, by 

Sir F. WRONGHEAD, by 
Count BAss RT, by 
*Squire RICHARD, by 
Moopy, by 


PounpaGE and Con-' | 
Capt. CHURCHILL, 


STABLE, by 
Lord TowxLy's Ser 
vant, by 
ManxLy's Servant, by 
Lady TownLy, by 
Lady GRACE, by 


Lady WRONGHEAD, by 


Miſs JN Nr, by 
MyRTILLA, by 
Mrs. MoTHERLY, by 
Tust, by 


Vol. II. 


Lord VILLIERS. 


Mr. MiLLsEs, 


Mr. Furys, © 
Lord MaLDpen, 


Hon. Mr. OnsLow. 
Capt. STEWART, 


Mr. 'TUTRIDGE, 
Mr. Hopces, jun. 


_. Miſs Honcss, 
_ Miſs. CLARKE. 


Miſs HERVEY, 


Miſs P. Hopkixs. 


Miſs Hopkins. | © 
Mrs. JoRNsON. : 
Miſs NEWHILL.: | 


B Dron 


(2 ] 
UreoN THIS OCCASION, THE FOLLOWING PRo- 
LOGUE WAS SPOKEN BY LoRD VILLIERS. 


MOST raw rectuits, in times of peace, appear 

To brave all dangers and to mock at fear ; 

But when call'd forth to tread th* embattled plain, 
They fairly wiſh themſelves at home again, 

Whilſt hardy vet'rans, long inur'd to arms, 

Hear, unappall'd, the battle's loud alarms. 
Thus we, ungraQtis'd in the ſtage's arts, 

Haze, without fear, rehears'd our various parts, 
TaJk'd wond'rous big of our theatric feats, 

And dar'd the cenſures of the vacant ſeats. 

But now, alas ! the caſe is alter'd quite, 

When ſuch: an-avidiehte opens on the ſight; 
GaRRIcCKk himſelf in ſuch a ſituation, | 
(Tho! ſure to pleaſe) might feel ſome palpitation. 
Our anxious bteaſts no ſuch preſumption cheers, 6 
Light are our hopes but weighty are our fears; | 
So (for tis now too late to quit the field) | 
We. to; your judgment lat diſcretion yield, 

O then be merciful : the faiilt's not ours, 

If with a wiſh to pleaſe, we want the pow'rs. 


| Feit.0GUE WRITTEN BY MR. COLMAN, rox 
Lapy WRONGHEAD, AND ALTERED ron 
MANLY. "SPOKEN BY MR. MilLEs, 


I Fzax the ladies think my laſt night's dealing 
Betray d a heart quite deſtitute of feeling; 
Who tomy married friends ſuch leſſons gave, 
make each huſband think his wife a ſlave: f 
| ., 
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So, doctqr like, I took an e- 4 round, 
And juſt ſtep in to tell you that I found 
My lady, Townly quite to health reſtor'd, 
And couſin Wronghead's pulſe is vaſtly lower'd ; 
The firſt whoſe boſom grateful friendſhip warm'd, 


* - 


Thus ſpoke the dictates of a heart reform'd : : 

5 Sick of my follies, faithful to my vows &, 

«© Pm now re- married to my noble ſpouſe ; 

5 Ladies there are at this may feel remorſe, 

% And find, perhaps, more charms in a divorce, 

I've trod the giddy round, and don't deplore. 

„ That the gay dream of diſſipation's oer: 

% But lady Wronghead ſtil! beyails her fate, 

And ſighs for ſplendor, equipage, and ſtate, 

* Farewel, dear ſcenes, ſhe cry'd ; was ever wife, 

(U}' © Born with a genius for the gayeſt life, 

Like me untimely blaſted in her bloom 

“Like me eondemn'd to ſuch a diſmal doom? 

© No London—when ] juſt began to taſte it; 

No money hen I juſt knew how to waſte it. 

« Farewel—the high-plum'd head, the cuſhion'd 
stete, | Ly 

* Which takes the cuſhion from its properer ſeat. 

Seven is the main !—that ſound muſt np Expire, 

„ Loſt at hot cockles, round a Chriſtmas fire FED 

« Farewel—dear ſcenes, where late ſuch joys 1 
knew, 3 

. « Dreſs, cards, and dice, I bid ye all adieu 

« Thoſe joys thus vaniſh'd, I ſhall taſte no more; 

| « For lad y Wronghead's occupation's o'er, 


* The lines marked with inverted commas, were in the 
original, | | 
B 2 « Now 
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& Hew ſhall I drag out life, and how, alas! [ 
c Shall tedious country winter evenings paſs,” 


Dear Ma'am, I ſaid, your grou ndleſs fears diſmiſs, 


I have a thought—a new one—it is this: 

Shall we come down, and try to act a play? 

A play and what d'ye think the wits will ſay ? 
« Unheard, with keeneſt ſatire they Il decry it, 
« Turn all to farce, and ſwear 'tis yain to try it. 


Avaynt, ſuch. wits | who, with ill- judging ſpleen, | 


Shall rudely ſtrive to blaſt the well-meant ſcene. 
Far happier he, his faults, like us, who ſtops 
And checks his follies when the curtain drops, 
No more in vice or error to engage, 


And play the fool at Jarge on life's great ſtage. 


ProLoGuE ro The FaENen Piece or Pra- 


MALION, PERFORMED BY Mors. TESSIER. 
SPOKEN BY LoRD Marpey. 


AS ſome there are who may not know the ſtory, 
Which the French poet means to lay before ye, 
P11 tell you in plain Engliſh what he ſays : 

A young unmarried prince in former days, 
Long rail'd at wedlock, but could never find 
In all the ſex a woman to his mind. 
Some were too ſhort, and others were too tall ; 
Too fat, too thin, there was ſome fault in all. 
Tir'd with the fruitleſs ſearch, at length he cried, 
Art ſhall ſupply what nature has denied ; 
Pll make a faulileſs maid. So ſaid, fo . 
Juſt to his taſte he form'd a maid of ſtone; 
Th' enraptur'd artiſt as her charms he view'd, 
Stood by the magic of bis art ſubdu'd; | 
But 
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1 
But yet ſhe was a piece of meer ill life, 
And ſomething more he wanted in a wife. 
A wife he thought ſome little warmth ſhould ſhare, 
(Are there none here whoſe wives have ſome to 
- ſpare?) 
He kiſs'd her oft; but, ah ! how cold the _ 
Eſpecially in ſuch a night as this, 
Vain was his art, (for do whate'er he could) 
There was no comfort without fleſh and blood : 
To Venus he addreſs'd his fervent pray'r, 
That ſhe would animate the obdurate fair; 
For Venus can, whene'er ſhe will, impart 
A yielding ſoftneſs to the hardeſt heart, 
His pray” r was heard—to him ſhe turn'd her head, 
And o'er her limbs the glow of life was ſpread : 
Convinc'd at laſt he feels her pulſe beat high, 
And wanton ſeem'd to roll her am'rous eye; 
Loos'd was her tongue, ſhe was indeed a wife, 
And he no more complain'd /be wanted life, 


Lord ViLLIERs admirably ſupported the very dif- 
ficult character of Lord Townly, both as to voice, 
figure, action, and elocution: — He was eaſy, ani- 


mated, and graceful ; — and perhaps the character 


never appeared to more advantage in the hands of 
any performer, except Mr, Bar&ry: if any part of 
his performance can be found fault with, he did 
not ſeem to expreſs ſufficient diſpleaſure in his 
countenance, at his Lady's conduct; but that is 


not to be wondered at, as lady Villiers never 
gives him reaſon to practice it; and without practice 


it was impoſſible to be feigned when the enchanting 
miſs 
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Miſs Hopces in the character of lady Townly was. 


ſmiling before his eyes. | 

We beg both Meſſ. Y aTEs and MAckTIIx's pardon, 
when we ſay we prefer Mr. Fux to either of them 
fora Sir Francis Wronghead; and if he could be pre- 
vailed upon to appear on either of the London 
theatres, we would adviſe the managers to loſe no time 
in ſtriking a bargain with him. 

Mr. MiLLEs, who filled the part of Manly, we 
are told frequently treads the ſtage at North Afton , 

dut he is more uſed to Tragedy than Comedy: it is 

a pity that the prompter did not put him in ming 
he was acting Comedy that night; but we have 
been informed, that office was filled by a reverend di- 
vine, who poſſibly adviſed him to make ſo moral and 


fo grave an appearanice. 
It is to be regretted, that count BAss ET was not g 


acted by a perſon leſs delicate in his principles than 
lord MALDEN, for it required one more hackneyed 
in the ways of the world, to do the count that juſtice 4} 
which Vanbrugh intended him: however let us not 
ſorget to ſay, that lord M. was generally thought to 
act as well as any af them, when he made love to 
Miſs Jenny. | 
Squire Richard was ſo well performed by Mr. Ox- 
$LOW, that we reallyimagined lord VILLIERS was fo 
diſtreſſed for a gentleman performer, that he had been 
obliged to put up with one of his young tenants in 
the country. Mr. O. did fo totally diveſt himſelf of 
dis own character, and entered ſo thoroughly into 
that of *ſquire Richard. 
Captain STEWART, in the part of honeſt John 
Moody, was humorous and characteriſte; both his 
dreſs 
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dreſs and addreſs were eaſy and natural; in ſhort, the 
Captain ſeemed to be perfectly at home in the cha- 
rater, though I ſuſpe& from his accent that he was 
a little farther north, even than Yorkſhire. At the 
ſame time one would ſuppoſe, from his enbonpoint, 
that he was not quite ſo far as the cave of famine, 
Mr. HonGEs would have done Manly's ſervant bet= 
ter if he could have kept his gravity ; but he unfor.- 
tunately laughed too much at his maſter, 
| Lord Townly's ſervant was a little too baſhful. 
We are told he has a place at court; ſo there are 
ſome hopes he will mend of that fault by the time 
he has been a little longer there. 
So much for the gentlemen; now for the ladies. 
Miſs HopGes made an incomparable lady Town- 
ly: It is but common juſtice to ſay, that this lady 
performed her part in a ſtile far ſuperior to any thing 
we have ever ſeen on the theatres, The beauty of 
her face, the melody of her voice, the elegance of 
her perſon ; her eyes amazingly expreſſive | her eaſy 
yet graceful deportment, were ſuch as have never 
been united in any female who was an actreſs by pro- 
feſfion : one might juſtly ſay with Milton - Grace 
«was in all ber ſteps, heaven in her eye; in g 
of os dignity and ſpirit!“ 
iſs HARVEY in lady Wronghead was as ena! 
as could be expected from a maiden lady who- Mas to 
appear the mother of ſuch well- grown children and 
the truly maternal affection ſhe ſeemed to ſhew them, 
makes one regret thatſhe has none of her o.mn: If ſhe 
performs that part again, we would recommend ſeis 
motion of her body and: eyes, and more of her arms. 


Modeſty, 
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| | Modeſty, and the ſober joys of domeſtic life, could 
not be better expreſſed than by Miſs CLARKE in lady 
Grace, Weg won't ſay ſhe was without a fault; for ſhe 
did not expreſs near enough of feeling for het friend 
lady Townly, 
. "Thetwo miſs HopKkins's we have ſeen to more 
| . advantage in various characters ; but perhaps they did 
| not think it neceſſary to exert themſelves in a coun- 
| ; try company. 
| | Monſieur le Tess1ER might with great reaſon 
be diſſatisfied, if we were to conclude without paying 
him that compliment which is due to his merit in the 
after-piece of Pygmalion ;—we could enlarge upon 
it with pleaſure, were not Mr. GAR Rick alive; but as 
he is, and we hope will long continue, we would not | | 
by invidious compariſons diſpleaſe one by whom we 
have been ſo often pleaſed ; however thus much we 
muſt ſay, that for juſt, natural, lively, expreſſive, 
animated action, we never ſaw any rival or competitor þ& 
to our Engliſh Roscivs, at leaſt none that ought to 
give him the ſmalleſt degree of jealouſy, but Monſieur 
le TESSIER. & 
After the play, lord VILLIERS entertained the | 
company with a moſt elegant and ſumptuous ſupper | 
and a ball. There was a profuſion of the choiceſt 
wines, and moſt exquiſite viands; and it was a very 
doubtful point with the company which they ſhould 
moſt admire, his lordſhip's elegant taſte, his engaging 
affability, or his unbounded hoſpitality. 
Every part of the entertainment was conducted 


with the greateſt propriety ; and the moſt polite at- 
tention was paid to every perſon preſent. 


PARODY 


[9]. 
PARODY vrox Mx. Gray's ELEGY ON THE 


Dark or A FAVOURITE CAT. WRITTEN 
1770. By A CAanTAB, 


We can with eaſe 
Twiſt words and meanings as we pleaſe. 


7 WAS on the lofty Treaſury's ſide, 
Where WALPOLE's baſeſt arts had try'd 
The wiſtful briberies that flow; | 
Moft daring of the plaidy kind, 
The upſhot B TE reclin'd, 
Gaz'd on the gold below. 


His country's hopes his joy declar'd : 

His freckl'd face, his grizzl'd beard, 
The talons of his paws, 

His plaid, that with the rainbow vies, 

His downcaſt looks and jaundic'd eyes, 
He ſtood and grin'd applauſe, 


Still had he gaz d; but midſt the tide, 
The Dowager was ſeen to glide, 
The miſtreſs of the ſtream: 
Her wanton armour's Sagothean hue, 
Thro' richeſt purple to the view, 
Betray'd a golden gleam. 


The ſtout- back d earl with wonder ſaw, 
A firſt, and then a ——, 
With many an ardent wiſh ; 
He did'nt vainly ſtretch to reach the prize. 
What treaſurer's heart can gold deſpiſe ? 
What Scot averſe to fleſh ? 
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Preſumptuous man with looks intent, 


Again he ——, again he bent, 
* Nor knew the gulph between. 

(Malignant WIL ES fat by and ſmil'd) 

The ſlippꝰry verge his feet beguil'd, | 
— 9 tumbl'd beadlong in. 


Oft times emerging from the flood, 
He invoked ey'ry northern God 
' Some ſpeedy aid to ſend. 
No Charley came, no Stewart ſtir'd, 
Nor cruel Gx, nor CO— beard ; 
| A fav'rite has no friend. . 


From hence ye Rateſmen, -undeceiv'd, 


Know, one falſe ſtep is ner retriey'd, 

And be with caution bold: 

Not all that tempts your longing eyes, 

And worthleſs hearts, -is lawful prize, 
N or all that gl itters, * 


WRITTEN TO A YOUNG Lapy oN THE Niet zr 
OF THE Eerirex, Jury 30, 1776. | 


O! wherein full-orb'd * bright, 
Riſes the ſilver queen of night, © 
Her deſtin'd courſe to run; 
No envious clouds our view prevent, 
So clear ſhe ſhines, we ſcarce lament 


The abſence of the ſun, 
But, while unconſcious of her fate, 
She moves along in folemn'ſtate, 
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A ſad reverſe ſhe feels; 
For darkneſs drear, by ſlow degrees, 
Begins her lovely form to ſeize, _ 
And all her charms conceals, 


Learn hence, dear maid, this moral truth, 
Tho! cloudleſs ſhines thy early youth, 
.. Unconſcious of decay; 
Yet while life's journey. you purſue, 
Envy may blacken even you, 

And cloud the brighteſt · day. 


Tux STaTE ExtincGuighrr, An Ops. 
InscrizeD To EDMUND BuRKE, ESQ. 


In anguſtum cod conduxit acumen. 
LucreTtivs. 


[THE following Ode was occafivried by a reſlec 
tion on our preſent deſperate ſituation, Many have 
proved how miſerable we are; but none how near. 
we verge oh ruin. The late humorous Ode of Mr. 
M Gregor has recommended a pair of State Stuffers, 
which may poſſibly reſtore its priſtine light to the 
State Candle; this, therefore, is intended as a ſups' 
plement to that Ode. Indeed, my opinion entirely 
differs from his, ſince I know not that. ** Promethean 
heat” which can relume it again—an' extinguiſher 
therefore, muſt neceſſarily ſuit it. better than a pair 
of ſnuffers.] 3 . 

SAY, Burke, whoſe keen and cautious eye, 
Can all corruption's tricks eſpy, 

C 2 | Which 
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Which miniſters deviſe, 
What magick, or venefick ſkill, 
Has lain us all ſo wond'rous ſtill, 
And cloſed our jealous eyes ? 


Not e'en thy words which gods inſpire, 


Awaken us; not SAVvILE“'s fire, 
Nor Foxe's manly threats, 
E'en noble STAR employs in vain, 
Exacteſt arithmetic pain, 
To count the nation's debts. 


And Price, whoſe maxims ſure would grace 
The ſoul of Roman's virtuous race, 


In vain has right defin'd ; 


His maſter, Locks, approves the rules, 


Which taught in his unerring ſchools, 
With freedom bleſs mankind. 


But ſee the venal tribe around 
Suck in the minifterial ſound, 

The notions of taxation: 
See W—=D—xE with courtly grin, 


His long and lean oration ſpin, 
And talk away the nation. 


The man of God who loudly raves, 
That all plantations are but flaves, 
To court from &G r hies; 
While chair epiſcopal invites, 
Nonſenſe political indites, 
And for a mitre lies. | 
The waſting candle of the weal, 


While penſion'd 7hief5 its fatneſs ſteal, 


Stinks 
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Stinks as it ſinks in ſocket: 
Poor Britain too lies ſound aſleep, 
And ſnores lethargically deep, 


While Lords and Commons rock it. 


But ſhould fam'd Pinchbeck's ſnuffers do, 
The taper trim, relume it too, 

And wake us with its light: 
Nought then but villains would I ween ; 3 
ſ Or darkneſs viſible be ſeen, 
5 Or knavery black as night. 


Vet check, O Muſe, thy daring ſong, 
To celebrate the greaſy throng, 
And more minutely handle; 
Nov each his groſs materials ſtir, 
From treaſury clerk to chancellor, 
To form the great ſtate candle. 


„ * R—-CF—D ſhall lend his inward light, 
And popery may by ſettled right 
The ſacred taper hallow; 
And to compleat the ſordid maſs, 


Great Nn ſhall ſweat his bloated face, 
And + Bullface melt his tallow. 


Mop with S—tt—ſh pride elate, 
Stirs up the cauldron of the ſtate, 


A diſciple of I-) H=———ns, who, having a call, was 
ſucceeded by the hero of Mn. 


+ Some will have it that there is no ſuet at all in his com- 


poſition ; but, like his great anceſtor the Bull of * made 
entirely of Braſs. 


A thou- 
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A thouſand miſchiefs brewing ; 
There * make-weights are but ſlightly tipt, 
Some ſent to Boſton thorough dipt, 
To ſmooth our way to ruin. 


Boſton ! thy very name inſpires, 
And Lyrick licence too requires 
A brilliant bold digreſſion. 


+ How was a church to play-houſe turn's; | 


The word of God for laughter ſpurn'd, 
And Satan took poſſeſſion. 


Amidft the ſprightly comic ſcenes, 

A roar of cannon intervenes, 
Which ſtill increaſing louder; 

The Dramatis Perſonæ calls, 

Us'd but to ſoft pomatum balls, 
And harmlefs Orice powder. 


Oh ! for a pen of fire to write, 

How theſe dtead heroes ruſh'd to fight, 
In various garbs and ſuits, 

Scrub ſeeks in vain his loſt ſpontoon; 

Dorinda, with her head-dreſs on, 
Runs damming for her boots, 


Receive, O Burks, (who know'ſt how vain 


The candle to relume again) 


* Properly lo called, as make-weights are of little uſe but 
to make up a pound of candles to an exact weight. They an- 
ſwer a ſimilar purpoſe on a ml motion in the H=—e of 


— 


T leis a real fact, that a diſſenting meeting · houſe was con- 
verted into a theatre, where the ſoldiers ſed their eyes, when 


they could get nothing to feed their bellies, 


Thy 


”» 


[15] 
Th' Extinguiſber in hand, 
Put out the light, let darkneſs ſpread 


; Over this devoted nation's head, 


And veil th' unhappy land, 


Alas] I do but fondly dream, 

And loſt in the luxuriant theme, 
Theſe airy fancies, paint; 

Sooner ſhall penſions CA'NDISH ſtain, 
Sooner ſhall /aurels crown G -A, 
- 'Or S—H turn 2 faint. 


Sooner ſhall “* MaLeor 8 manly ſtrain, 
Like diabetes of the brain, 

In Laureat's ſervile ſtation ; 

Like W-—D, take the animal load, 

Of ſqueezing out a lying ode, 

1 That baffles all tranſlation. 


[THE following Jeu d' Eſprit was the production 
of the preſent DEAN of DER X, Dr. Barnard, 
who advanced in converſation with Sir Joſhua Rey- 
nolds and other wits, that he thought no man 
ts could improve when he was paſt the age of forty- | 
« five,” Johnſon (Samuel) who was in company, 
with his uſual elegance and poliſhed graces, imme- 
diately turned round to the facetious Dean, and told 
him that he was an inſtance to the contrary, for 
that there was great room for improvement in him 


The very ingenious author of the Ode to Pinchbeck. 


+ He ſeems to manufacture his verſes for the ſole uſe of. 
the hero who js ſuppoſed to be the ſubject of them; and that 
his meaning raay not be exported | in foreign bottoms, ſets all | 
en at | defiance, _—_— 


(the 


a... 
| [the dean) and wiſhed he'd ſet about it; 3 upon 
| which, the dean the next day ſent the polfowin ele- 
| Y 2 
| gant bagatelle to Sir Joſhua Reynolds and the ſame 
| company.] 
| To Six Joshua REyYNoLDs AnD Co. BY THE 
j | Dean of Derry. 
| | | I LATELY thought no man alive, 


Cou'd &er improve paſt forty-five, a, 
1 And ventur'd to aſſert it; 
[ The obſervation was not new, 
| But ſeem'd to me ſo juſt and true, 
| That none cou'd controvert it. 


« No, Sir,” ſays Johnſon, ** *tis not ſo, 

« That's your miſtake, and I can ſhew, 
« An inſtance if you doubt it 

« You, Sir, who are near forty-eight, 

% May much improve, tis not too late, 
„ I wiſh you'd ſet about it.“ 


Encourag'd thus to mend my faults, 

I turn'd his counſel in my thoughts, 
Which way I ſhou'd apply it; 

Learning and wit ſeem'd paſt my reach, 

For who can learn when none will teach ? 
And wit—I cou'd not buy it. 


thdawAtie +4 - 


Then come my friends, and try your ſkill, 
You can inform me if you will, 

(My books are at a diſtance) 
With you I'll live and learn, and then, 
Inſtead of books, I ſhall read men, 


So lend me your aſſiſtance. 


Dear 


Chae +4. 4 
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Dear * Knight of Plympton, teach me bow | 
To ſuffer with unruffled brow, 
And ſmile ſerene like thine 
The jeſt uncouth, or truth ſevere, 
To ſuch I'Il turn my deafeſt ear, 
And calmly drink my wine. 
Thou ſay'ſt, not only ſkill is gain'd, 
But genius too may be attain d, 
By ſtudious imitation; 
Thy temper mild, thy genius fine, 
I'II copy till I make thee mine, 
By conſtant application. 


The art of pleaſing, teach me Ganniek, 1 
Thou , who revereſt odes Pindarie, 3 
A ſecond time read oer; 
Oh! cou'd we read thee backwards too, | 
Laſt thirty years thou Mould'ſt reviews 


And charm us thirty more. 


If I have thoughts, and can't expreſs em, 
G1BBoNs ſhall teach me how to dreſs coi 
In terms ſelect and terſe  —_ 
Joxxs teach me modeſty and Greek, 
Sur how to think, Bux kx hoy to o ſpeaks 
And BEAUCLERC | to converſe.” * W 


4 Sir Joſhua Reynolds. 


+ Mr. Garrick being aſked ts read Mr. Cumberland's Odes, 
laughed imme u and affirmed, that ſuch ſtuff might | 
as well be read ackwards as grwards ; and the w ity Roſcius 
accordingly read them in that manner, and wonderful to re- 
late j produced the ſame good ſenſe and ov $a fntimen- 
tal author ever had genius to write. * 


| Vox, II. D 1 


1 | [18]. 
Let Jonnsgon teach me how to place, 
| In faireſt light, each borrow'd grace; 
From him I'll learn to write; 
Copy his clear familiar ſtyle, 
And from the roughneſs of his file, 
Grow like himſelf—polite, 


To a LADY or HIGH RANK. 


| 
J 
1 
. 
| 
{ 


6-1 
ROUSILDA, blazing as the ſun, 1 
Inflames my heart with love: a | 
Her ſkin's like muffin when grown tale, ; 
Yet ſoft as turtle doye. my 
Her ftature's low, as broad as long, | 
Thus ridicul'd by ſome ; ) 


Look at her face—it ſeems cut out 
Of brawny porter's b—m. 


Lo! when in very beſt ſhe ſhines, 
A black and crimſon ſack 
Adorns her vaſt rotundity ; 


Her head a bonnet black. 


But when in white ſilk ſhe appears, 
On Sunday noons, or ſo, 

She looks like Hecla burſting forth, 
*Mongft Iceland's hills of ſnow. 


Plenty ſcarce ſmiles in this ſweet houſe, 
Nor light till twelve—'tis ſaid. 
As wine, nor health, nor pocket ſuits, 
Small- beer's a cordial made. 


— — 
- — —_— 
— 


3 Yet 
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Vet when abroad ſhe waxes warm, 
By force of double dinner, 


She guzzles wine, ſhe fries her face, 
You'd think the de'il was in her. 


A favourite cat her thought employs, 
Which ſhe ſcarce ever leaves, 
Save to call Billy down to th' poroh, 
To fright away the thieyes. 


How ſhould a little imp, you'll ſay, 
Fright great and luſty men? 

Tho' naked he ſuch terror ſtrikes, 
They'd fly tho' they were ten. 


Theſe broke her glaſs, theſe vaunt with ſcorn, 
They'd beat her if they caught her : 

Theſe burſt her bolts, her padlocks crack, 
And even ſteal her water. 


When ſhe ariſes from her fty, 
In winter's dreary froſt ; 

She waddles out; ſhe ſweats a thaw, 
The hoary ſcene is loft. 


For loving her you ſure muſt ſay, 
My wit's not very ſhallow, 

For in herſelf ſhe's ſure to ſaye, 
Both hogs-lard, coals, and tallow. 


D 2 AMUSE- 


[4] 
AMUSEMENT IN MODERN HIGH LIFE, 


HE Bucks bad din'd; and deep in cbineil fat, 


Their wine was brilliant, but their wit grew 
flat, | 
Up ftarts his lordſhip—to the window flies, 
And lo! a race! a race!“ ih rapture cries, 


Where |! quoth Sir John. 2 Why, ſee two drops 
of rain 


Start from the ſummit of the chryſtal pane : 

A thouſand pounds which drop, with nimbleſt force, 
Performs its current down the flipp'ry courſe,” 

The betts were fix d, in dire ſuſpence they wait 
For victory, peridenit vn the noll of fate. 

Now down the faſh, unconſcius of the prize, 
The bubbles roll; like pearls from Chloe's eyes. 
But, ah ! the glitt'ring joys of life are ſhort; | 
How oft two joſtling ſteeds have ſpoil'd the ſport | 
So thus attraction, by coercive laws, ; 

Th' approaching drops into one bubble draws. 
Each curs'd his fate that thus their project croſs' d: 
How hard their lot, who neither won nor loſt ! 


Tux TRUE PATRIOT. t& RerEAuT. 
INSCRIBED To Lord CHATHAM. 


E NOUGH to glory and his country giv'n, 


The pious ſtateſman now aſpires to heav'n ; 
| Quits the eternal round of noiſe and care, 
And bids his ſoul for calmer joys prepare: FR 


-- 


— — — IP. «+ . 
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A ſecond Scipio ! he from ſtate retires ; 
His heart, the loye of ſimple nature fires. 


Triumphant ſweetneſs | more illuſtrious far, 


Than all the glories of a civil war! 

'There let proud delight in brother's blood; 
But here, — the peaceful CHATHAM ſeeks his God ; 
Aſſerts humanity's imperial ſway, 


And teaches rebel paſſions to obey, 
Serene and calm amiiſt the ſtorms of fate, 


Thoſe jarring factions which disjoint a ſtate, 

He bids his thoughts on God and nature wait : 
The beateous face of ſmiling earth ſurveys, 

And wrapt in wonder, ſings his Maker's praiſe | 


TW PI in 
Qui capit ille facit. 


A Tyrant's curſed blood runs in his yeins, 
The tyrant” s luſt his life and conduct ſtains ; 
The tyrant's arts, in politicks he plays, 

Like him the wretched ſtate, to betrays, 
Like him by vile, corrupted traitors rules; 

Of courts of law forms mercenary tools; 

The good corrupts, encourages the bad, 

The wiſe makes fooliſh, ſober folks turns mad, 
Alike for India's curſe, and Britain's born, 

Sets up the — a mark for foreign ſcorn ; 

Of baſtard race, yet puff d by full-blown pride 
A beggar hors d, ſee ! to the devil ride; 


Law, 


[ 22 ] 
Law, liberty, beneath his ſcourges weep ! 
Yet lives the Ffiend—for Felton's faſt aſleep ! 
The picture drawn, let ev'ry Briton ſcan, 
There's none ſo dull, as to miſtake the man, 


INSCRIPTION Ar ScARBOROUGH, * 1770. 


(NOW FIRST PUBLISHED.) 


T HIS healing ſpring to MAnsFIELD lends, 
Deſtruction from his fingers ends: 


Thus plants innoxious in the field, 
To vipers deadly poiſons yield. 


EPITAPH ON THE DEATH OF A VERY 
YOUNG LADY, 


rape. 0 re, 
By B — E#4v%%8, ES. 


83 had the tender hand of time, 
Maria's bloom brought forth, 
Nor yet advanc'd to beauty's prime, 
Tho' ripe in beauty's worth; 


When fate untimely ſeal'd her doom, 
And ſhew'd, in one ſhort hour, 
A lovely ſky, an envious gloom, 
A rainbow and a ſhow'r. 


* Occafioned by a report that the Lord Chief Juftice, having 


loſt his nails, recovered them by the uſe of the Scarborough 
waters. 


WRITTEN 


* 
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WRITTEN ON A WIN DOwẽW AT AN INN UNDER 
SOME INFAMOUS VERSES, 


BY THE SAME, 


HEN DRY D Ex 's clown, unknowing what he 
ſought, 


His hours in whiſtling ſpent, for want of thought, 
The guiltleſs Oaf his vacancy of ſenſe 
Supplied, and amply too, by innocence, 
Did modern ſwains, poſſeſs'd of Cymon's pow'rs, 
In Cymon's manner waſte their weary hours, 
Th' indignant trav'ler would not bluſhing ſee 
This chryſtal pane diſgrac'd by infamy | 
Severe the fate of modern fools, alas! 
When vice and folly mark them as they paſs, 
Like pois'nous vermin o'er the whiten'd wall, 
The filth they leave ſtill points out where they crawl! 


TH 7 + 
BY THE SAME, 


OET, faid Cloe, with a laugh, 
Your muſe ſhall write my epitaph, 

If, tombſtone like, my lovely maid, 

J were on that ſoft boſom laid, 

Fond love ſhould write, if you ſhould die, 
Both epitaph and elegy. 


— ä——qUp — — E — , — 
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' 


On THE DEATH oF GENERAL MONTGOMERY, |_ 


BY THE SAME. 
ONTGOMERY falls ! let no fond breaft 


repine, 

That HameDen's glorious death, brave chief, was 
thine { 

With his, ſhall freedom conſecrate thy name; 

Shall date her riſing glories from thy fame; 

Shall build her throne of empire on thy grave; 

What nobler fate can patriot virtues crave |! 


ODE ron THz NEW YEAR: 


Proh Curia inverſique mores ! HoR, 


ENIUS of ALB1on I whither art thou fled ! 
Thou, who waſt wont, at Freedom's call, to 
| riſe, 
With thund'ring voice, and heav'n- directed eyes, 
And mock th* Oppreſſor's rage, or ſmite the Tyrant 
dead | 
O ſttetch again thy ſaving hand, 
In merey to this groaning iſle 
No common ills thine aid demand ;— 
Corruption triumphs in her ſpoil ; 
Fierce Diſcord hur!s her torch on high; 
Nor public weal nor ſocial tie 
Can fix the ſordid mind :— 
Ambition breaks law's feeble chain, 
Swol'n Lux'ry leads her bloated train, 
And Ruin ſtalks behind ! . 


Beyond 


F [25] 
1 II. 

Beyond the rough Atlantic tide, 

Inſpir d by virtue and by thee, 

Thy; unior ſons ſtill dare be free 3 

Nor e'er ſhall ſubtle fraud divide | 
The gen'rous band. O, while the tempeſt low'rs, 


Reflect our cauſe isone--that Freedom's foes are ours [ 


III. 
Peace to thy ſhade, lamented king; 
Great BRUNSWICK, ſecond of thy race 
] Call'd England's happy throne to grace, 
4 W hat time fair Freedom made each valley ring, 
From the cold tomb could'ſt thou ariſe, 
How would this proſpect blaſt thine eyes, 
And drive thee back in wild affright ! 
For lo | fierce iſſuing from their native north, 
The howling furies murd'rous ſtorms ſend forth ; 
Glut Gallia's great revenge, and ſpread vile flav'ry's 
; night! | 
[ IV. 
| In vain, alas thy gallant ſon; 
[ (What time Culloden's glorious field | | 
| Taught the proud trait'rous Scot to yield,) 
Unfading laurels nobly won. 
In vain rejoic'd th* admiring world, 
When our brave fires; by NAss Au led, 
At tyrant-pow'r their thunders hurl'd, 
While the dark tyrant crouch'd and fled, 
No longer now, in patriot ſhackles bound; 
With fruitleſs wailing envy bites her chain; 
Oppreſſion leaps o'er Freedom's ſacred niciind, 
And vainly HAMPDEN fought, and SYDNEY bled in 
vain |! 


„„ E | Ah, 


[ 26 ] 
Ah, what avails thy honour'd name, ; 
Mild, but determin'd, RockinGnam ! | 

Rome's priſtine fire that beams from Ricumond's 
eye! 

SAvILE, thy glowing efforts baffled die 
—With TuLLY's pow'rs, and CaTo's ſoul, 
BukKe (ſpurning int'reſt's ſtrong controul | 

O great exemplar in a venal age 1) 

Thy virtues diſregarded ſhine, 
Loft is thy eloquence divine 

With Campen's lore profound, and CHaTHAm's 
gen'rous rage 


— Hans) Apa 


VI, 


Lo! SAunDERs mingles with the mighty dead; 
No more th' avenger of his country's wrong. } 
O'er his cold duſt let no weak tear be ſhed ;— | 
He wept alas I that he had liv'd too long ' 
O greatly glorious | had he died | 
Ere ſet in darkneſs Britain's ſun: | 
Ere frantic rage and Stewart pride, a 
That empire loſt, his valour won | 
What more, he cry'd, can adverſe fate re- 
quire ?'— 
Dying he ſaw his country's fame expire : 
Saw her bright croſs he late triumphant ſpread, 
Droop on the ſick ning gale, and bluſh with deeper 
red 


Hark ! 


[271 


VII. 


Hark ! thro' America's indignant ſhore, 
What groans for vengeance rend th' affri ghted 
ſkies ! 
Foul impions war hath broken nature's ties ; 
And Britain, terror of the world no more, 
Turns on herſelf, and drinks her children's.gore ! 
O quickly drop the murd'rous ſword ! 
What horrors riſe around! 
Can'ſt thou, ill-fated realm, afford 
With thine own blood to drench the ground, 
The vet'ran, yet untaught to yield, _ . 
Reluctant views the death-fraught field, 
Conſcious of guilt would fain retreat, 
And dreads ev'n victory as defeat; 
In vain : ſtill o'er OnTAR19's flood, 
With ghaſtly ſmile, and blaſting eyes, 
Stern ALVA's guilty ſpirit flies, 
And ſnuffs the ſcented air, and rages ſtill for blood 
VIII. 
Hear how her ſons Iberia tells, 
Exulting as the tempeſt ſwells; 
And faithleſs Gallia, with prophetic eye, 
Beholds thy golden ſtreams of commerce dry, 
Or marks them for her own, © O great event, 
She cries,.— Thy ſhame and puniſhment, 
© Raſh ruin'd rival | Now I ſee 
Thy palm of glory ſnatch'd by me z 
© That envied prize “, by nature givin, ' 
Which rais'd thy tow” ring front to heay” n, 


. Commerce. 


E 2 « Spurn'd 


£287 
© Spurn'd, by thyſelf !—O ſpeed thy ling'ring fate, 
And to thyſelf be falſs,-—to make my —_—_ great * 


| > 
But Britain, happier fates are thine; 
Thy ſun ſhall yet unclouded ſhine | 
A day (nor far remote) ſhall come, 
When, rage diſarm'd, and envy dumb, 
The pious child, her ſorrows o'er, 
Shall urge the loud complaint no more: 
But nouriſh (in her ſufferings bleſt) 
Th' expiring parent, from her breaſt ! 
For lot. uturity h her Page unfolds : | 
What floods of glory on weſtern ſkies [ 
I ſes, I ſee, the ne fog orms ariſe; 
Where venerable time fair truth upholds, 
And awful juſtice, her divine compeer, 
Exalts her gen'rous brow, and ſhakes her glitt ring 


! 
ſpear * K. 


* Ye parricides, who broke the golden cords, 
Of filial piety, —maternal love; 
Ve perjur'd ſenators—ye venal lords, 
< Now curſe your damned deeds ; — for viagrancy 
dwells with Jove ! 
© America, nolonger thou 
| © Shalt lift thy plaintive voice in vain ; 
© Nor Britain's ſons to flay'ry bow, 
Nor forge for others necks the chain 
« *Tis juſtice ſpeaks above controul, 
Her thunders ſmite the guilty ſoul. 
| See murder'd SvD EY grimly ſmile, 
Hm virtuous RUSSEL bleſs her glorious toil ! | 
O ſleep, 


| 
| 


te, 
tr 


* 
| 


8 


2 
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* Ofleep, ye ſacred ſhades | in endleſs reſt ; 
The ſign of mercy, beaming from the weſt, 
Kind heav'n has giv'n ;—for o'er the patriot crowd, 
Bright conqueſt ſoars aloft,— and claps her wings 
aloud | | 


CRoss ReaninG THE News-PaPgRs. 


[THE pyblic were ſome time ago much obliged | 
to an ingenious gentleman, who revived a ſpecies of 
News-paper reading equally amuſing and inſtruc- 
tive ; I mean the comprehenſive method of paſſing 
the eye horizontally along the whole of your page, 
embracing at once the whole of your ideas, inſtead 
of ſervilely deſcending to the bottom of the column, 
—tied i in a3 it were by the black line, which ſeems 
drawn for the purpoſe of darkening public intelligence, 


Many occult truths are thus brought to light; or, 
to ſpeak more exactly, brought upon a level to every 
underſtanding ; and though the public weal, which 


- no man doubts to be the ſole object of public mea- 


ſures, might formerly require to keep down all in- 
formation from the vulgar eye, I may now be per- 
mitted to purſue this line of diſcovery, as the people 
are at preſent happily manufactured into'a ſecure in- 
ſenſibility both as to meaſures and men, and ſuperior 
not only to information and conviction, but even 
to diſgrace and ruin. 

Let me beg, however, that no one will, from the 
direction which I mean to take, pronounce me & 
jeveller. I appeal for the orthodoxy of my prin- 


ciples t to the rectitude of my Poon! ; happy 


that 


L 30 ] 
that I can call to my aid a right reverend and learned 
authority, by borrowing the motto of a celebrated 


compoſition, which he has enriched with ſeveral ſci- 
entifical commentations, — 72 


In Ero ptcus. 

Having thus aſcertained the utile, I flatter myſelf 
the dulce of my deſign will not be diſputed. Every 
one is acquainted with the pleaſures flowing from 
horizontal ſtudy.—Inviting the reader therefore to 
the future from his experience of the laſt, I ſhall not 
detain him longer from my rectilineal lucubrations, 


Both Houſes met purſuant to adjournment, 
being the beſt maſquerade this ſeaſon, 


General Smith took the oaths, 
and ſat, twenty minutes, 


The fire at Briſtol was certainly occaſioned by 
Mr. Hartley's method of extinguiſhing the flames. 


There is no doubt of ſubduing the Americans, 
Captain Bobadil Mr. King, 

The preſs has been exceedingly hot 

with ſeveral ſeditious pamphlets, 


It clearly appears the intereſt of the continent 
to be excluded from the new female coterie. 


The powers of Europe are willing to come into 
The Grand Duke of Ruſſia excepted, being too large. 


The ſignal ſucceſs of the Provincials at Sullivan's 
Ifland. 


Vour moſt obedient humble ſervant, P. Parker 
Many 


- at 


* — a 
P 
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Many dangerous attempts have been made at Briſtol, 
by the addreſs of the loyal and reſpectable inhabitants. 


The combuſtibles lately diſcovered, 
To be ſold by action by Mr. Squid. 


The ladies are deſired to take notice, 
A captain on Iriſh half- pay is willing. 


Preach'd before the Lords at Weſtminſter-Abbey, 
On which occaſion Lord SAN DwWICH entertain d the 
company. 


The miniſtry inſiſt on the delivery of Dr, F RANKLIN. 


N. B, A good midwife and ſecrecy may be depend- 
ed on. 


DESCRIPTION OF AMERICA, IN REFERENCE TO 
ITs PAST AND PRESENT STATE. 


8 ORRO W was a ſtranger here; 
Diſtant far the mourner's voice; 

Plenty rob'd the ſmiling year; 
Rapture bid my ſwains rejoice. 


Where her harp contentment ſtrung, 
Pity's ſighs are heard to flow; 

Scenes that loud with rapture rung, 
Gloom a wilderneſs of woe. 


Chearful-from the kindling eaſt, 
Ruſh the gold-hair'd youth of day : 
Bleſt the vale, the mountain bleſt, 
Triumph'd in the genial ray. 
Now each hill and vale forlorn, 
Deſolation's haunt appears; 
Clouded dim, the eye of morn 
Wakes upon the waſte in tears. 
Dumb 


. 

Dumb the minſtrels of the grove, 
Muſie glads nd more the dale: 

Sad the breeze, that breath'd of love; 
Swells of death a hollow gale. 


Safety ſlept in ev'ry field, 
Fear had night's pale empire fled ; 
Now, with tyger-crouch conceal'd, 
. Danger lurks in every ſhade, 


LIFE: An Ove. 


8 T RANG E ſtate of wiſhes, hopes and fears; 
O Of diſappointments, ſmiles and tears, 
Where man purſues, with anxious mind; 
The treaſure he can ſeldom find ; 

Since diſappointment, more or leſs, 
Attends his ſearch of happineſs. 

It is a phantom that eſcapes, 

And cheats him in a thouſand ſhapes, 
Now beauty's winning graces wears, 

And now in Mammon's form appears; 
Anon the hero's pomp aſſumes, | 
The flowing robes, the nodding plumes ; 
To fame invites with brandiſh'd ſword, 
Then wooes him at the feſtive board, 
With fools and madmen to poſſeſs 

The fancy'd pleaſures of exceſs : 

In ſacerdotal habit here, 

A patriot now, and now a peer; 

A nabob now, with heart of ſtone, 

And now a monareMf on his throne ; 
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Vet none of them; alas ſupplies 

The happineſs for which he ſighs. 

Tis not in pomp, tis not in pow'r, 
Tis not in folly's mirthful hour; ; 
*Tis not in luxury s exceſs, 

'Tis not in vain deſires ſucceſs ; 

It is not in a bed of down, 

It is not in the monarch's crown 

*Tis not in miſers coffers found, 

Nor on the hero's temple bound: 

Tis not in circles of the vain, 

Nor iti the fierce opprefſor's chain; 
'Tis not in what keeps-man in awe, 
The endleſs puzzle of the lay; 

'Tis not in diſtant climes convey'd, 
Nor deep in earth, with diamonds laid ; 
'Tis not in all the gems that deck 

The favourite Sultana's neck ; 

It dwells not on the harlot's face ; ; 

It dwells not in the lov'd embrace ; - 
Tis not to worldly friendſhip ty'd, 

Nor by the flatterer's tongue fupply'd; s 
It breathes not in the fragrant gale, 

It reſts not in the ſpicy dale; 
is not in ſweeteft notes convey d, 


Tho whafted from the ambrofial ſhade ; 
Nor can bright beauty by the eye, ; 
Its eſſence to the ſoul fu upp ply ; i 

'Tis not the hearing; touch, or fi ſight, 
Can give us this ſupreme delight: 

It is in God alone we find 


This panacea ( of the mind; 3 1 
Vol. II. F . He 


— 
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He gives new fragrance to the roſe, 
New ſweetneſs to each bud that blows ; 
New vigour to the ſunny beam, 
New luſtre to the lucid ſtream ; 
New ſoftneſs to the cooing dove, 


. * 
New ardour to the voice of love; 1 


Without his preſence all is dim, 


1 
For ev'ry bleſſing comes from him. [ 


NoTHING NEW UNDER THE SUN. 


Of Roman empreſſes the heads and tails, 
Seem to have ſet the faſhion which prevails ; 
Our very chambermaids appear Fauſtinas, 


And ladies in high life are Meſſalinas. i 


A T A LE. 
EEP in the boſom of a vale, 
(The opening of each rural tale) 

Far from the court's or city's pride, 
A pair had liv'd,—and there had died, 
But for a ſad variety 
Of ftrange events, which to foreſee, - 
Or guard againſt the conſequence, 
Defied their prudence and good ſenſe : 
Content, tho? neither chick nor child, 
Their winter's evening had beguil'd 
This pair for many rolling years 
Liv'd undiſturb'd by hopes or fears ; 
While this, the ſummit of their labour, 
To aid the poor, and pleaſe their neighbour. 


Bleſs'd 


I 
I 
| 
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Bleſs'd pair ! till from the nuptial bed, 
In time's ſad proceſs came, and ſpread = 
Confuſion ſcarcely to be told, bs, 
A daughter of diſtinguiſh'd mould. 
Friends and acquaintance, far and near, 
To ſhare their joy partook their cheer, 
Saw bleſſings in abundant ſtore 
In future throng their feſtive door; 
Saw the main current of their blood 
By heralds blazon'd from the flood, 
Deſcending in a right relation 
Down to the gen'ral conflagration. 
While nurſe prophetic next appears, 
Foretelling from its eyes and ears 
The bloody rivalſhip of neighb'ring peers, 
The tenor of their life is chang'd—— 
Their paſſions, which before arrang'd 
To ſuit the comforts of a country-life, 


Jar by degrees, and kindle ſtrife. 


% When Betty gets into her teens, 
* We muſt find ways, my dear, and means 
To give our wench an education 
« Adapted to her age and ſtation, 
« She muſt be taught the tongue of France, 
« To draw, to paint, to ſing, to dance, 
« With all the little train of graces 
6 Which ſheds a luſtre on fair faces, 
« And has the magic pow'r alone 
« To make an ugly one go down, 


„Waggons, my love, with pond'rous loads 


„ Haye roll'd delightfully the roads: 
F 2 


The 


: 
5 
, 
' 
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*The ways art eafy, but the means 
&« To bear us thro' ſuch high-flown ſcenes 
cc Calls for much caution and ſome care; 
« And time, my jewel, to prepare. 
« Betty, thank heav'n { is much too young 
« To DT her foot or tongue. 
« What havock wou'd the little wench 
« Yet make with ſinging, or with French 
ec In time—the huſband's backward phraſe, it 
« Expreſſive of demuts, delays, | 
o Which lawyers always ſubſtitute ) 
46 To lengthen out a Chanc'i ry ſuit, 'y 
Sunk deep into the mother's breaſt, 
tt And robb'd it of its balmy reſt : 
<« Till the roſe ſicken'd on her check, 
„ And nature fainting trove to ſpeak—. 

The girl apart, conſult your credit, 
4c Nor was I, fir, the firſt who ſaid it; 
« For inſtances, look all around, 
&« There's not a creature to be found 


& (Save the poor curate and attorney, 

6 But takes each year, a London j journey. 
4 Beſides, I'll make it clear and plain, 

« It's cheaper, vaſtly, in the main, | 
« Since country things ſo dear are grown) 
« To live fix months at leaſt in town: 

« Here cv'ry booby from your betters, 

ce The ragged poſtman with your letters, 
« The butcher, carpenter, and baker, 

c Neer enter, but to he partaker, 

« Of what the manor-houſt affords, 
And are themſelves in fact the Jords; 


——— "0, >< 


« While 
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ce While you, by uſage long inur'd, 

4% Are little elſe, my dear, than ſteward. 
ce In town, the butcher from his tray, 
« glips off the beef, and fteps away; 


« Nor are you open to abuſes, 


& From ſervants, with their lord's excuſes. 


« Beſides—enough, *tis mighty clear, 
« To town we go, this very year— 
C And here obſerve me; and with heed 
Our income we muſt ne'er exceed 
* Agreed, my dear, agreed, agreed.“ 
Then caſting up a night's expences, 
From horrid cuſtoms and pretences, 
Of ev'ry creature on the road, 
That helps you to unpack or load, 
The beds, the chambermaid, the dinner, 
— He thought the devil muſt be in her; 
But ſhe cou'd prove there's nothing loſt 
To families by running poſt, 
So leaving ſtrait the blacks behind, 
(For one was lame, the other blind,) 
She inſtances of taſte diſplays, 
Preferring thus a job of Bays, 
To blacks, fit only for the drays. 
But to ſave money, ſhe'd contrive 
A ſtratagem that John might drive. 
Arriv'd, they've tiothing now to ſeck, 
But an houſe furniſh'd by the week. 
My moral's trite, —in ev ry ſtation, 
Progreſſive is each innovation, 


Connected by an endleſs chain 


Of ſmall expences, which in vain 
Experience labours to explain : 


Parts 


1 
Parts of one whole, that wen you think 
You ſee the laſt, another link 
Starts up, to challenge ſtill your care, 
To make the gaping rabble ſtare, | # 
But let the muſe her tale purſe, j} 
And tho' ſhe tells him nothing new, | 
The reader profits, while be reads, 
How artfully the chain proceeds. 

The carriage at their wedding built, 

Painted, tho? not in taſte, and gilt, 
By little uſe and country care, 0 


Was found to be in good repair, 
And gliſten'd at their annual fair. 

No ſooner was it drawn to town, 
Than old and out- of- faſhion grown: 
Madam in doleful dolours finds, 

Her only comfort in the blinds. 

But who ſhou'd deck the riſing fair ? 
Who trim the robe, or rear the hair? 
Fame mention'd Bouvila or Shells, 
Backward to ſay which moſt excels, 
Lemon the ladies too delight on, 

For conqueſts he conferr'd on Brighton. 
Betſy, whoſe hair but little grown, 
Started at treſſes not her own, 


When Bouvila, See, madam, Tyburn 
Supplies our ladies that are high born, 
With auburn or with any treſſes, 

Quite fragrant in their warm careſſes; 
Which with a mixture of black wool, 
Are found to keep the head ſo cool 


391 


For warmth, the ſages all determine, 

Impregnates ev'ry ſort of vermin, 

*Tis done—and from this hour begins 

The puniſhment for all their fins : 

The cap ſtuck o'er with butterflies, 

Strait ſweeps the cobwebs from the ſkies : 
Horſes, and ev'ry kind of cattle, 
Emblems of peace with thoſe of battle, 
Cannons with olive-boughs combin'd, 5 


— a —_—_ — 


Farm- yards and myrtles are entwin'd, 
To charm the eye, inſtruct the mind. 
She ſteps into the coach compleat, 
Turns up the cuſhion of the ſeat, 
But all in vain—by near three feet. 8 
What's to be done? -A thouſand ways 
The mind ſuggeſts—the top they raiſe, 
Expedient eaſieſt to be tried, 
Th' effect too plain to be denied: 
When John, and may your honour pleaſe 
To raiſe the roof of your remiſe, 
Or ne'er expect the coach to enter 
Where you originally ſent her: 
Nor can J reach to clean the top 
« What will the blockhead never ſtop, 
Cries madam, ent'ring in a terror 
Leſt John, by ſome untoward error, 
Should mar her ſchemes, fo ſtrait propoſes 
A new Berlin done round with roſes, 
That Foſter, famous in the acre, 
Should give a plan, and be the maker. 
Needleſs the reader to detain, 
While other inſtances explain, 
In ev'ry day, in ev'ry hour, 
The progreſs of fell faſhion's power ; " "" 


| f@7 
How from the ſtructure of the head; 
Inſenſibly the party's led, 
By treach'rous arts, and ſlow degrees, 
To ruin of their fame and eaſe. 

In ſacred matters too you'll find 
The ſame contagion in the mind. 
Religion, in our riper years, 

Can awe us with its hopes and fears ; 
Can keep us within proper bounds, 
Till faſhion enters, and confounds ;— 
And tells us it is mighty hard— 

And where's the harm to throw a card 
On ſabbaths, as on other days 

Tis better ſure than reading plays, 
Or talking o er your neighbour's ſin, 
When you are juſt as black within. 

Beware how you o'erleap this fence, 
Approv'd þy decency and ſenſe; 
For it has this attendant curſe, 

It ſtrangely Ns to ſomething worſe, 
And is progreffive as—my verſe: 
For I can ſee my readers think 


They ne'er ſhall reach my furtheſt link. 


Sg 


Ee1GRAM ow SR PETER Parker's Wound ory 


SULLIVAN's IsLAxp. 


Si vere dixit Hudibras, quod. podice honos eft ; 


Conſequitur, Petrus nibil honoris habet. 
F © honour in the breech is lodg'd,” 
As Hudibras hath: ſhewn, 
It may from hence be fairly judg'd 
Sic PETER's hongut's gone. 
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ELEGY ow THE DEATH OF BRIGADIER GE- 
NXERAL MERCER, or VIRGINIA, SLAIN IN 
THE ACTION NEAR PRINCETON, JANUARY 3, 
1777. 

Et generis jactatus honos, dominatio regum, 
Quicquid opes, quicquid forma dedere boni, 


Supremam ſimul hanc expectant omnia noctem: 
Scilicet ad Lethum ducit konoris iter, 


A XOTHER patriot claims the votive ſtrain, 


Freſh laurels ſpring around the honor'd herſe; ; 
Lamented Mercer erſt in battle ſlain, 


Be thine the off ring of my artleſs verſe. pt 


'Tis nature bids the manly tear to flow, 
In rich oblations o'er the cloſing urn; 

Guiltleſs of art, unuſual feelings glow, 
And hard'ned chiefs involuntary mourn; 

But ſay—what * cauſe—from ſweet domeſtic eaſe, 
Call'd forth the patriot to the doubtful ſtrife ; 
From ſcenes where affluence laviſh'd all to pleaſe 

The fondling infant, and the tender wife ? 


Thoſe ſoft endearments are, alas—no more, 
No kindred tie his willing ſtep detains, 
Reſoly'd, he leaves Virginia's friendly ſhore, 
Toguard the ſoil, where heav'n-born freedom reigns, 


The naked Indian, or the wily Gaul, 
The painted ſavage, and the untutor'd band ; 
On thoſe no more his angry weapons fall— 


A foe more ſavage dares his chaſt' ning hand. 


Dura ſed emovere loco me tempora grato, 
Civiliſque rudem belli tulit æſtus in arma. 


Vo. II. . Now 
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Now Sol up-riſing guilds the diſtant ſpire, 
Pants the dun umbrage of the weſtern wood; 


Oier hapleſs Princeton ſheds his genial fire, 


RNouſing the Briton to new ſcenes of blood. 


Loud ſounds the martial trumpet from afar, 
The watchful cavalry inveſt the ground; 

The beat af drums proclaims th* approaching war, 
Whitft frighted heralds bear the tidings round. 


The diſtant hills on each horizon blaze 
With poliſh'd'arms, and troops in vaſt parade, 


; No ling'ring terror either hoſt delays, 


To meet the foe in hoſtile pomp array'd. 


Intrepid Mexcen leads th? embattled van, 
His great example ev'ry ſoldier fires ; 

Thro' out the deep*ning line from man to man, 
The pulſe of glory every breaſt inſpires. 


Swift on the foe, the dauntleſs warrior ſprings, 
Brave's the 104d" cannon's deſolating force; 

Dares the grim terrors of their circling wings, 

And Trrews'the field with many a bleeding corſe. 


But pierod he falls, be welters on the ground, 
The ruffian foe rejoice with ſavage cries ; 


While reeking Vay'ners blufh from wound to wound, 


Stag ors, as he vahquifh'd lies. 


: 'Aforps reſerv'd (cho panting for the deed) 


Indignant view d the tragic ſcene from far; 
Onwautd: they furious ruſfi d with vengeful ſpeed, 

gs ts 06 loud cannon, and renew'd the war. 
Fore d from their murd'ring work, the villains fly, 

In broken columns, o er the bloody field; 
Some breathleſs faint, [ome maini'd expiring lie, 


While others trembling to the victors yield, In 


I 
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In vain they ſhun the vengeance of. our arms, 
In vain the terrors of the war decline ; 

The grateful chace each patriot boſom warms, 
And ſhow'rs deſtruction on their routed line. 


Revenge appeas'd with ample vict'ry crown'd, 
For MERCE& mangled and for HastLET lain ;— 
Sees Britain's miſcreants ſtrew the purpled ground, 
A grateful off ring on the well fought plain. 


Now, what was virtue (which the juſt admire) 
Soul of the patriot, inſtinct of the brave; 


Quench'd is that {park that fed the genial fire, 
And MEeRcER ſlumbers in the peaceful grave. 


Olympus tow'ring heights, thoſe bleſt abodes, 
Where freedom ſheds her fair auſpicious ray; 
Glorious he ſeeks, and, mix'd with kindred Gods, 

Breaths the pure æthet of eternal days 


Philadelphia Jan. 31, 1777- 


HORACE and LYDIA; 


HOR. W HILE in my LyD1a's heart I reign'd, 
E'er yet that heart had learnt to ſtray, 


All other empire J diſdain'd, 
Nor envied ſuve his prouder ſway. 


LVD. While Horace was to Lyp1a true, 
Fer yet you thought thele charms could cloy, 
A brighter Jove I found in you, 
And pitied Jo xo's poorer joy. 


Ho R. 


L vp. No more by jarring paſſions toſt, 
I bend to Calais“ gentle pow'r ; 
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Ho R. Now, at my Caroer's feet I pine, 
Whoſe voice confirms her beauty's ſway ; 
Bleſt, if this forfeit life of mine 
Could add to her's one fleeting day, 


Bleſt, if my life in torments loſt, 
Could add to his one fleeting hour, 


Ho R. Say, fhonld I ſtill for Lypia burn, 
Were all my love to her transfer'd, 
Would LyVDIA welcome its return? 


Would ſhe forget how oft it err'd? 
Ly Dd. Tho“ he is gentle as he's fair, 
Thou, fickle as wild winter's breath, 


Pleas'd with my Hor acs would I ſhare 
"Fhe ſtorms of life, and calm of death. 


Exp or PART I. 
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TO T E Eb @4 TAK 
HOUGH my friend General Burgoyne 


and his army have laid down their arms, yet 
they were invincible whilſt they held them in their 
hands This is my conſolation—the campaign 
has not anſwered our expectations Ego & Rex meus 
are diſappointed=One army being priſoners at 
Boſton, and another army, ſhut up, in Philadel- 


phia, are (it muſt be owned) rather unlucky acci- 


dents—But let it be conſidered that we have only 
ſixty thouſand men in America, (Gen. Burgoyne 
and his army included), Thirty or forty thouſand 
more may do great things, and perhaps reduce the 
rebels to unconditional ſubmiſſion in five or ſix 
campaigns, TI took up the pen from a generous 
motive ;—to celebrate our ſuppoſed victoties, to diſ- 


play the glory of Old England, the extenſion of 


our commerce, the wiſdom of our miniſters, the 


magnanimity of our monarch, and the happineſs 
B 8 of 
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Hor; Now, at my Caror's feet I pine, 
Whoſe voice confirms her beauty's ſway ; 
Bleſt, if this forfeit life of mine 
Could add to her's one fleeting day, 


Ly p. No more by jarring paſſions toſt, 
I bend to Calais' gentle pow'r ; 
Bleſt, if my life in torments loſt, 

Could add to his one fleeting hour, 


H o R. Say, fhonld E till for Lypia burn, 
Were all my love to her transfer'd, 
Would Lypia welcome its return? 


Would ſhe forget how oft it err'd ? 


LrD. Tho' he is gentle as he's fair, 
Thou, fickle as wild winter's breath, 

Pleas'd with my Hor act would I ſhare 
"The ſtorms of life, and calm of death. 


Exp or PART I. 
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TO TH EED-FTO0:* 


HOUGH my friend General Burgoyne 
and his army have laid down their arms, yet 
they were invincible whilſt they held them in their 
hands——This is my conſolation—the campaign 
has not anſwered our expectations Ego & Rex meus 
are diſappointed One army being priſoners at 
Boſton, and another army, ſhut up, in Philadel- 


phia, are (it muſt be owned) rather unlucky acci- 


dents—But let it be conſidered that we have only 
ſixty thouſand men in America, (Gen. Burgoyne 
and his army included), Thirty or forty thouſand 
more may do great things, and perhaps reduce the 
rebels to unconditional ſubmiſſion in five or ſix 
campaigns, TI took up the pen from a generous 
motive to celebrate our ſuppoſed victories, to diſ- 
play the glory of Old England, the extenſion of 
our commerce, the wiſdom of our miniſters, the 


magnanimity of our monarch, and the happineſs 
B EL of 
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(6) 
of the people As it is my ardent wiſh to raiſe the 


ſpirits of my deſponding countrymen, I till think 
the publication of the following chearful Ode (tho? 


a little mal-a-propos at preſent as to facts) may 


prove a national benefit, 


O D E, Written in DEcemBter, 1777. 


On the SUCCEss of his MajesTY's Arms. 


Cuſtode rerum Ceſare, non furor, 
Civilis, aut vis exigit Otium; 
Non ira, quæ procudit enſes, 

Et miſeras inimicat urbes. | 
Fon. L. 4. Ode 15. 
I. ED 

8 ING Pzans, thro' the land, 
No more the yankey cowards ſtand 
Who baſely meant t'enflave us: 
We've flay'd their virgins— babes and wives, 
With tomahawks and ſcalping knives, 
Which Gop and NATURE gave us. 


IT. 


Our bayonets have op'd their veins, 
'The congreſs quaking in our chains 

Are deſtin'd to the cord; | 
Vet {till they talk of rights and laws, 
And ſay they fell in freedom's cauſe 
Beneath a tytant's ſword ! 


Lord Suffolk's ſpeech. 
| | Traytors 


{7.53 
III. 
Traytors ring from every tongue, 
The king—the king can do no wrong! 
Theſe knaves talk common ſenſe l 
Array*d in terrors let him ſhine 
And imitate the wrath divine, 
— Tis in his own defence 
FH IV. 
© Grac'd with all the power of words 
| ©. So known—ſo honour'd by the lords,” 
Our Tully will harangue 'em: 
' Ambitious Twitcher act Jack Ketch, 
And gratify his loyal letch, 
| Both to impeach and hang 'em. 
| V. 
Sem Johnſon rob'd in gown and band; 
With that fam'd pamphlet in his hand 
Which charm'd the Britiſh nation; 
Will tune his wit to gibe and ſcoff, 
And roar—(j uſt as they're turned of) | 
«© No tyranny=— Taxation.“ . 


VI. 
Bold G—rm—n cries out——* Who's afraid,” 
Then nobly draws his conquering blade, 
Yet ſtain'd with Minden's ſlaughter ; - 

lle ſpares no rebel—live or dead, 
For Jo, he ſmites of —— + Cuſhing's head, . 
And flogs his wife and daughter. 

- WY 1 


＋ The ſevere puniſhment deſigned for this gentleman, and 
his family, was probably owing to his lordſhip's having diſ- 


. *— — — 


ö 
} 
| 
| 
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| VII. 
Franklin ſhall Sayney's vengeance feel, 
And die by neither rope or ſteel, 

But take a daring flight ; 
Io heaven he mounts in chains of wire 
To periſh by his t Holen fire, 

Ty'd to a paper- kite. 


VIII. 
$ Clinton and Howe will form a nooſe 
By twiſting of their Cordon Rouge; 


covered that Mr. Cuſhing had conceived an idea of being 
elected king by the reyolted colonies. I am indebted to my 
learned friend, Dr. Johnſon, for this anecdote, to which he 
alludes by ſaying, « If their rights are inherent and unde- 
<< rived, they may by their own ſuffrages encircle by a diadem 
tc the brows of Mr, Cuſhing.” 

Taxatipn no Tyranny, p. 214+ 


1 It is clear beyond a poſſibility of doubt, that this arch- 
patriot, philoſopher, modern Prometheus, and rebel, is an old 
offender. The folicitor general was therefore highly com- 
mendable for calling him a thief. He proved the charge (to 
the entire ſatisfaction of the k—— and council) by a quota- 
tion from Zanga, Mr. Wilſon, it is to be hoped, will dreſs 
up the doctor for his execution with a few blunted conduc- 
tors, | | | 
$ This co-operation between the generals, was expreſsly 
ordered by the military cabinet, at the inſtance of Lord 
M--nsfield ;- the fecretary for the calonies prevailed on his 
royal maſter, to give Mr. Clinton, a red ribband, to enable 
him to perform this manceuvre, 


— There 


"X. 0 
—— There——W aſhington may ſwing, 
Suff—lk ſhall whet the fcalping knife 


And chaunt (till he's bereft of life) 
The mercy of our k——g. 


| IX. : 
One Arnold too fhall feel our ire, 
By horſes torn, let him expire 
Amidſt an Indian ſcreech; 
Nor by his death let vengeance ceaſe, 
The jockey's ghoſt can't reſt in peace 
If Burgoyne forge his ſpeech | 


X. 
Rejoice ye ſprites of Heflians flain, 
And hail us o'er th' atlantic main 
In ſhadowy whiſkers dreft ; 
—On Del'war's banks, thoſe ſons of thunder, 
Weep not their fate—but loſs of plunder 


Breaks their Elyſian reſt, 


XI. 
On the bare earth Charles Lee ſhall kneel; 
Young Harcourt draws the ſhining ſteel, 
And bids the party fire! 
Why my: brave friend that milky heart! 
Had you performed Prince | Orlow's part 
No frowns had ſunk your fire, 


I When General Lee was taken priſoner in the Jerſeys 
The meaning is ſo very obvious, that even the Lord Chan- 
cellor, who is keeper of the king's conſcience, ex officio, will 


underſtand it. 
B 3 | XII. 


(- 10 J 
XII. 

Now Wed ne, your acts beſmear, 
With poiſon purchaſed from Sh—b—re, 
The lawyers force to eat em; 

And whilſt they writhe with doleful face 


| Hillſbro* may promiſe © royal grace— 
He knows the way to cheat em. 


XIII. 
Loud let the ſong of triumph ſound, 
Americ's bleeding on the ground, 
Britannia's hands have torn-her ; 
Her childrens heads ſhe'Il ſpike on high— 
Soft Burke will raiſe the Iriſh cry, 
And Shelburne be chief mourner. . 


XIV. 
Rebellion dies——and war ſhall ceaſe, | 
Great Cæſar now preſides in peace, 
O'er arts his genius ſuit : 
No more ſhall deſp'rate Wilkes break looſe 
To ſpoil the royal game of gooſe 
He plays with Johnny Byte, 


| | XV. 
Then bards will tune ſublimer lays 


To ſing the bleſſings of theſe days; 


=” 


qT His Lordſhip's circular letter to the colonies, quoted 
and commented on by Mr, Burke, with ſo much wit, ſpirit, 


and cpquence, | 
| Chatles 


t 11 d ; 
Charles Fox G--rm--n ſball kiſs 3 
C--rl--le * ſhall tickle Cibber's lyre, 


And M--ns—1d (+ Simeon like expire) 
In extaſies of bliſs. 


XVI. 
Then ſhall my lofty number tell 
Who taught the royal babes to ſpell, 
And ſovereign arts purſue; 
To mend a watch—and ſet a clock. 
New patterns ſhape for H—vey's frock, 
Or buttons made at Kew. 


* This young nobleman obtained a promiſe of being crea- 

ted Poet Laureat, on his being .diſappointed of the lieute- 

nancy of Ireland. | | : 
+ Julian. 


— 


A SuerLEMenNTAL ODE, or 4 Hir to Lord 
NORTH, en the SrarE of the NATION, 


Due cura Patrum, queve Quiritium 

Plenis honorum muneribus tuas 

Auguſte, virtutes in Avum 

Per titulos memoreſque faſtos 

ternet! | Har, Ode 14. L. 4. 


| I, 
5 hap various triumphs of our king 
Diſtract the muſe—She pants to ſing, 
And wanton in bis praiſe; 
— Say, can the IxRSE Vs boaſt a cow *? 
+ Esorus' towers to Vaughan bow, 
—Ev'n Burgoyne ſaw the blaze! 
IT. 
Bind laurels round our VARRO's brows, 


Speed joyful tidings to the Howes, 
: That 


The children in the Jerſeys are certainly reduced to the 
greateſt diftreſs ſince Gen. Clinton carried off the Milch cows, 
This will probably induce ſuch of their rebellious parents, as 


are not totally devoid of natural affection, to ſue for pardon, 


lay down their arms, and take the benefit of his Majeſty's 


gracious proclamation. 
+ A large populous and opulent city, ſituated on the 


Weſtern fide of the Hudſon's river, about 55 miles South of 


Albany. It was taken by ſtorm the 17th of October, and 
the 


y 


y 


/ 


y 


( 13 ) 
That Gates's army droops ; 
In victory they feel diſgrace, 
And ſhrink abaſh'd—efraid to 4 face 
D:ſarm'd—indignant troops. 


III. 
Hunger alone makes Britons yield, 
With bellies full they brave the field, 


And ſcorn—capitulation ! 
—But Arnold play'd the very thief, 


Stole off their pudding—bread and beef, 
So took them by—/arvation / 


IV. 


Sir William's conqueſts raiſe a ſmile, 


Lo ReD-BANK yields (and eke Mup IsLE) 

the garriſon (compoſed of all the villains in North America) 
put to the ſword. The houſes were ſet on fire as a ſignal to 
inform, General Burgoyne of the approach of Mr. Clinton's 
co-operating army.—In the military ſtyle it was ſaying—Nows 
Voici! 

+ Gen. Gates, from an affected generoſity (for the honour 
of ſol dierſnip) to ſpare the Britiſh troops the mortification of 
having the yankies witneſſes of their humiliation, ordered his 
banditti nat to ſtir out of their tents, when Lieutenant Gen. 
Burgoyne gave the word of command, both in German and 
Engliſh, to the whole line (according to the terms of the ca- 
pitulation) to pile their arms But the true reaſon. of this 
boaſted magnanimity, was becauſe Mr. Gates and his pol- 
troons did not feel themſelves bold enough to be ſpectators of 
fo auguſt and awful a ceremony. 


W hich 


ma — — 


(14 
Which Heſſians ſtorm'd— Pell ne!? 
The ditch was wet- they had no { bladders, 


The wall was 'high—they had no ladders, 
—80 Donop—fought and fell! 


Wo 


We've ſcalps to- grace the nero || knights collars, 
Reduc'd in price—to juſt © three dollars, 


5 Col. Donop might have been ſupplied with a ſufficient - 
number of both theſe articles for twenty pounds, which 


would have inſured him ſucceſs ; beſides ſaving the lives of 
fx hundred gallant Heſſians, who coſt this country (on a 
moderate computation) forty pounds a man, before they can 
be tranſported to America; conſequently here would have 


been a nett ſaving of 23,9801. In a country where there is 


no ſcarcity of wood, the Provoſt Marſhal (or military Jack 
Ketch) whoſe duty is to provide ladders, can have no excuſe, 
[Vide Sir William Howe's letter] As few of the foreign 
troops can ſwim, they ſhould be always farniſhed with blad- 
ders when they take the field. [Vide King of Pruſſia's regu- 
lations, and Marſhal Saxe's reveries.] 

A new order of knighthood (at the requeſt of Lord Suf- | 
folk) is to be ſpeedily inſtituted, and confined to ſuch of the 


Scotch noblemen or gentry as will raiſe regiments for the 
American ſervice at their own expence. They are to be 


called Knights of the Tomahawk. Their collars will be de- 
corated with ſcalps, and they are to wear ſcalping knives 


whenever they appear at court. 


A French ſcalp coſt 10l. laſt war; but, by General 
Burgoyne's œconomy, the price was reduced to three dollars, 


—[Vide Gates's letter, ] 


Our . 


ft x4 } 


Our Indians found ſuch game: 
Will North give up the glorious chace, 
Give up the war, reſign his place, 

And end his days with ſhame !. 


VI. 
—To Franklin ope St. James's gates, 
As envoy from the Riſing States! 
"T would give our Liege the gripes ; 
—Aſk valiant Gambier if it's fit 


That OckAx's Queen ſhould &er ſubmit 
To thirteen: rebel ſtripes 2 


VII. 
No- pour out Britain's blood and riches, 
Take hungry Donald without breeches, 
And coax. bold Kate of Ruſſia: 
A Ally with negroes—gypſies—Danes, 
Stab with Scotch Dirks, and Iriſh + Skanes, 
And ſcorn the King of Pruſſia - 


VIII. 


We'll make the houſe of Bourbon dance, 
When Yankey land is join'd to France, 


—— — — 


— 


+ Six regiments of royal papiſts to be raiſed in Ireland, 
and armed with ſkanes, which, by Spenſer's deſcription, are 


a ſort of Hibernian ſcalping knife. The Dirk is well known _ 
in this country ſince 45. 


Be 


— — 


- — ʒ — 


cus 
Be Britain's thunder hurl'd: 
In triumph let our navy ride, 
Whilſt honeſt Twitcher cries with pride, 
Old England *gainſt the world,” 


IX. 
How are thy ſubjects, Albion, bleſt ! 
The Eaſt as happy as the Weſt, 
Aus Pigot's ghoſt will tell us: 
If on one ? hero's acts I dwell, 


With envy eyery Scot would ſwell, 


And Lovat's clan be jealous. 


. 
What tho” our debt the greater grows, 
We always may defy our foes, 
E'en when our credit's ſhaking : 


For if the Dutch will lend no more, 


We'll pay Mynheer the heavy ſcore, 
And clear ourſelves by breaking, 
XI. 
Why ſhould we whiggiſh zealots fear ? 


His Grace of York—and' cropt Shebbeare, 


Are royal ſcribes appointed; 
— Paſſive obedience they will preach, 


From all the loyal texts that teach 


7 


—- T love the lord's anointed. 
+ Col. Stuart's generous, manly! conduct, is ſufficiently 


XII. 


C 87-3 


XII. 
Moral Gazettes ſpread law and truth, 


Sedition's venom taints our youth, 

Suck'd in from Woodfall's paper : 
Both houſes ſhould the king addreſs, 
To fave the ſtate, and gag the preſs, 

—He'll grant an Impri- matur 5. 


XIII. 


Send Shelburne— Barre Burke to jail, 

— No Habeas Corpus, and no bail 
Will then old Chatham riot! 

—From dungeons dark the Vankeys turn, 


At Smithfield every rebel burn, 
And give the nation—quiet. 


XIV. 


Fo Cranmer's ſtake be } Adams ty'd, 
Mild M--rkh--m preaching by his ſide, 
The traytor's heart will gain; 
For if he ſees the blaze expire, 
Lacke's works I he'll fling to wake the fire, 
And put him out of pain, 
XV. 


All true friends to liberty call aloud for a licexfing act, 
otherwiſe our civil or religious rights mult ſuffer, The laſt 
act expired in 1694. [Vide Blackſtone. ] 

The notorious Sam Adams, 

¶ The good biſhop could not do a more eſſential ſervice 


his country, than by deſtroying the heretical, ſeditious writ- 
ings of this author; at the very time he exerciſed his chriſ- 
tianity to a traytor,-On Mr, Locke's deteſtable revolution 


m 


P ˙ IEEE A Beet = _ 


quote Mr. Locke to ſhew how he perverts words by his defini- 


- 
'T 


180 
principles, rebels may be juſtified ; nay, in many inſtances 
they may deſerve the higheſt applauſe, On his principlez 


ich are now ſo univerſally held in contempt) it would be 
no difficult matter to prove that king, lords, and commons, 


and both our armies (I forgot Gen. Burgoyne's capitulation) 
were in a ſtate of actual rebellion againſt America, Il] 


tions. — Thirdly, I anſwer that this do&rine of a power in 
ec the people of providing for their ſafety anew, by a new 
ce legiſlative, when their legiſlators have acted contrary to 
t their truſt, by invading their property, is the beſt fence 
« againſt rebellion, and the probableſt means to hinder it: 


« For rebellion being an oppoſition not. to perſons, but 
« authority, which is founded only in the conſtitution ang 
tt Jaws ok che government; thoſe (whoever they be) who by 


_ © force break through, and by force juſtify their violation of 


« them, are truly and properly rebels: for when men by en- 
ec tering into ſociety and civil government have excluded 
tc force, and introduced laws for the preſervation of pro- 
cc perty, peace and unĩty amongſt themſelves, thoſe who ſet 


« up force again in oppoſition: to the laws, do Rebellare, that 
« is, bring back the ſtate of war, and are properly rebels.“ 


[Locke on Civil Government] —I appeal to the candour of 


the public, whether the Congreſs or the parliament of Great 
Britain ape. rebels; admitting (merely for argument's ſake) 


Mr. Locke's principles. Taxation on ſuch principles, (I beg 


Dr. Johnſon's pardon even for the ſuppoſition) might be 
proved Tyranny.—Taking away the American charters, ſhut. 
ting up their ports, deſtroying their fiſheries, making prizes 
of their ſhips, (very juſtly and claſſically called Starvation 
Bills), altering the mode of trials by juries, rejecting their 
petitions, and ſending out fleets and armies to reduce them 
(though all this was done for their f:curity and happineſs) 


. might, I fay, on ſuch republican principles, bear the falla- 


.cious appearance of being oppreſſive and unconſtitutional 
ats 


XV. 
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wy © 
The mitred peers with holy ſong, 
(As the proceſſion *“ moves along) 


"Kneel to the Faith's Defender; 


And pray him to purſue that plan, 
Which made all Scotia, to a man, 


Abjure their own pretender ! 5 I 


— 


EP JM A M0 


On Doctor FRANKLIN'S pointed electrical conductor; 
being taken down at Buckingham Houſe, and Mr. 
Wirsox's blunt conductors erefted in their ſtead, 


O UR public buildings to defend 
From the keen lightning's brunt, 

Some pointed rods would recommend, 
Others prefer the BLUNT. 


Let me too, midſt this learned throng, 


Shew how to ſave our ſtructures 
Alas! we've tried the Blunt too long, 


We now want SHARP CONDUCTORS. 


F. . 


* It is ſuppoſed that the k—g and the reverend bench will 
attend the execution of the rebels: an AUTO Ds FE is 
always a Gala Day in Portugal, 


VERSES. 


SH HEHE r a p———_— on 
* 


( 20) 


F128 K48:4£E:8, 


From Dr. BERNARD, Dean of Derry, to the late 
Dr. Gorpsuirz. 


, PI Ed wire oe 


[Read at their literary club, after the well-known 
EPITAPHS written by the members on Goldſmith. ] | 


GOLDSMITH I yield : reftrain thy rage, 
| And ſpare a hapleſs ſtranger, 
Who nCer had ventur'd to engage, 
Had he but known his danger. 


Draw not thy angel's quill for ſhame, 
On one who cries peccav: / 

But rather ſeek for nobler game, 
Go ſet thy wit at Davy ! 


On him let all thy vengeance fall, 
On me you but miſplace it 
Remember how he call'd thee PoLs, 

But ah! he dares not face it &. 


That wily loon has too much art 
To ſhew his guilty head, 
But Parthian like, he drew his dart, 


Has wounded thee, —and fled ! 


®* David Garrick, Eſq; was abſent when theſe were firſt 
read. 8 


A 


4 


( «r © 
A POETICAL EPISTLE, 
From Dr. CUMBERLAND to Dr. GoLDpsmiTH, 


Or Supplement to his RETALIATION, a POE M. 


OC TOR! according to our wiſhes, 
You've character'd us all in diſhes, 
Serv'd up a ſentimental treat 
Of various emblematic meat : 
And now it's time, I truſt, you'll think 


Your company ſhou'd have ſome drink ; 
Elſe, take my word for it, at leaſt 


Your Jri/h friends won't like your feaſt. 
Ring then, and ſee that there is plac'd 
To each according to his taſte, 


To Douglas, fraught with learned lock 
Of critic Lore, give antient Hock ; 
Let it be genuine, bright, and Irs 
Pure unadulterated wine; 
For if there's fault in taſte, or odour, 
He'll ſearch it, as he ſearch'd out Laqder, 


To Jahnſon, philoſophic ſage, 


The moral Mentor of the age, 


Religion's friend, with ſoul ſincere, 

Wi h melting heart, but look auſtere, 

Give liquor of an honeſt ſort, 

And crown his cup with prieſtly Port! 
Now fill the glaſs with gay Champagne, 

And friſk it in a livelier ſtrain; | 

Quick! Quick! the ſparkling nectar quaff, 


Drink it, dear Garrick /—drink, and laugh! 


8 | Pour 


—_ _ 
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Pour forth to Reynolds, without ſtint, 


Rich Burgundy, of ruby tint ; 


If e'er his colours chance to fade, 
This brilliant hue ſhall come in aid, 


With ruddy lights refreſh the faces, 


And warm the boſoms of the Graces. 


To Burke a pure libation bring, 
Freſh drawn from clear Caſlalian ſpring ; 
With civic oak the goblet blind, 
Fit emblem of his patriot mind; 
Let Clio as his taſter, ſip, 


And Hermes hand it to his lip. 


Fill out my friend, the Dee of D#*#*3, 
A bumper of conventual Sherry / 


Give Ridge and Hi, generous ſouls ! 
Of whiſky punch convivial bowls; 
But let the kindred Burkes regale 
With potent draughts of Wicklow Ale; 
TFC****;} next, in order turn you, 


And grace him with the vines of Furney / 


Now, Docror, thou'rt an honeſt ſticker, 
So take your glaſs, and chuſe your liquor; 
Wilt have it ſteep'd in Alpine ſnows, 

Or damaſk'd at Silenus noſe ? 
With//akefield's Vicar fip your tea, 

Or to Thalia drink with me ? | 
And, Docror, I wou'd have you know it, 
An honeſt, I, tho' humble poet ; 


e 


(22) 
I ſcorn the ſneaker like a toad. 
Who drives his cart the Dover toads 
There, traitor to his country's trade, 
Smuggles vile ſcraps of French brocade 
Hence, with all ſuch! for you and I, 
By Engliſo wares will live, and die. 
Come, draw your chair and ſtir the fire: 
Here, boy !—a pot of Thrale Entire! 


Mr. WurrETORD having read (in the literary 
club at the St. James's Coffee Houſe) ſome ludi- 
crous EPITAPHS he had written on the ſuppoſed 
deaths of Doctor GoLDsMitH and Doctor 
CUMBERLAND, the two doctors thought proper to 
be very angry with the writer ; for which reaſon 
Mr, Whiteford did not attend the next meeting of 

| the club, but ſent the fallowing apology, addreſſed 
to Sir Joſhua Reynvulds.] 


To Sir Jos#UA REYNoLDs and Co. 
from Mr. WaiTEFoRD. 


| A Dire not, dear * 
That I keep out o' fight, 
Conſider what petils await him 
Who with ill ſeaſon'd jokes 
Indiſcreetly provokes, 
The“ Genus IxKRHTABILE VAruu.“ 
| $2 [+ +a 


And give it—what CoLouk you pleaſe, 
- Henceforth I'll renounce and diſown 'em: 


£46 D MORTUIS NIL NISI BONUM.” 


a4) 


I felt, when theſe fwains: 
Rehears'd: their ſweet ſtrains 

That mine had too much lemon juice: 
And I ſtrove to conceal, 
For the general weal, 

What at laſt I was forc'd to produce. 


After ſuch Panegyric, 
The leaſt thing ſatyric 
Muſt put both the berds into twitters ; 
Twas impoſlible they 
After ſipping Toxay | | 
Could reliſh a bumper of Bitters. | 4 
Do talk to each bard, 0 
Beg they won't be too hard, f 
But be merciful as they are ſtout ; | 
I rely on your ſkill, 
Say—juſt what you will, 
And as you brought me in, bring me out, 


F . 


To the company too 
Some apology's due, 

I know you can do it with eaſe ; 
Be it yours, Sir, to place 
In the beſt Light my caſe, 


For thoſe brats of my brain, 
Which have caus'd ſo much pain, 


And ſtill keep in fight 
When I Epitaphs write 


7 
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JUPITER Ap MERCURY. 
A F ABL 

Written fome time ſince by D. G: 


H ERE Hermes, ſays Joe who ” nectar was 
mellow, f 

Go fetch me ſome clay--I will make an odd fellow : 

Right and wrong ſhall be "Jumbled, —much gold, 
and ſome droſs: 


ba | ig 


Without cauſe be he N. without cauſe be he 


. croſs; : | 
Be ſure as L work, to throw in contradictions, 
A great love of truth; yet a mind turn'd to tice | 
tions: 1 
Now mix theſe ingredients, which nud in a the 


baking, 


Turn to Learning, and Gaming, Religion, | and 


Rating, 

With the love of F wench, let his writings be 
chaſte; | 

Tip his tongue with range matter, his pen with 
fine taſte, 

That the Rake and the Poet o'er all may prevail, 

Set fire to the head, and ſet fire to the tail: 

For the joy of each ſex on the world I'll beſtow it: 


This Scholar, Rake, * tian, Dupe, Gamęſier, 


and Pazt, 
Thro' a mixture ſo odd, he ſhall merit great fame, 


And among brother mortals= be GOLDSMITH his 
name ! 


C 3 When 


C46 9 


When on earth this ſtrange meteor, no more ſhall 
appear, 
You Hermes ſhall fetch him,—to make us ſport 


7 Sir TINTINABULUM HAWKINS, 
Toota toota too $45 the little penny trumpet. 


-Purcell's Catch in, 3 paris. 


N this refiu'd and crotchet age, 
Sir Knight muſt needs an author be; 
And *ſtead of caſes fill his page 
With tweedle-dum, and tweedle-dee. 
O fooliſh, prating, ſcribbling elf! 
Thou ſcavenger of cat-gut ſcandal! 
Why with fi volumes load our ſhelf, 
With nonſenſe about Green and Handel 
For ſhame! to Hicks' s-Hall return, 
Thou make-game of the fidling race ; 
Forget thy crotchets, and read Burn, 
Or may a wiſer fill thy place, 


Dx. ARBUTHNO T's Character verfified, 


O UR praiſe thy wit and learning juſtly claim, 


But more important worth endears thy name, 


O ARBUTHNOT ; ſuch excellence of heart ! 


Surpaſſes genius tho' combin'd with art, 


In your bright age how few could make pretence 
Ta livelier humour, or more folid ſenſe ! 


None to more real, large benevolence ! 


You 


(27) 
You caution'd Pope againſt the Wiles of Man 
&* Beware of SHEFFIELD'sS intereſted plan, 
Let not the chriſtian's ſteps be led aſtray 
6 By BOLINGBROKE'S reſplendent, treach'rous 
ray.“ ö 
That creed, a ſtranger to ignoble fear, 
Fou own'd, tho' CHESTERFIELD ſtood by fo 
» ſneer ; £ 
That faith with ſteady meekneſs you profeſt, 
When, from brief troubles to eternal reſt 
Paſſing, you gave your God the breath he lent, 
Nobleſt remembrance of a life well ſpent, 


To a Lady, who was often employ'd in reading Mr. 
; G1BBoxs HISTORY of the DECLINE and FALL 
of the Roman EMPIRE, 


"rough Angels doubtleſs might delight 
In G1zBoY's poliſh'd ſtile to write, 
If Angels wrote at all ; 
Yet DELIA, why fo keen to know, 
A dozen.centuries ago, 


What made great empires fall? 


Thoſe Empires as appears to us 
In Gibbon, Livy, Tacitus, 
By Vice were undermin'd : 
Had they by VIx run been ſuſtainꝰd 
Like DEL1a they had ftill retain'd 
Their empire o'er mankind ! 


C4 . 
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20 Miſs — — 5 
A8 ON N E T. 


FAIR tyrant of my ſoul ! a while 
Relieve a fond deſpairing ſwain ; 
If love thou canſt not, ſeem to ſmile ; 
Daceiue, if thou Il not eaſe my pain. 
Heav'n kindled not that radiant eye 
Thy care- worn Poet to deſtroy⸗: 
Love plac'd thoſe. bright Pn & IP ARS on high, 
835 guide his votary to joy! 


im 
1 


25 Miß — — 0 her departur, for the South 
of France. 


3 ON NET. | 


D ARK tempeſts now enwrap the pole, 
True emblems of my darken'd ſoul ! 

The 7/orld and I in concert mourn, | 

Each wiſhing for a Friend's return. — 

O SUN, come forth and cheer the ſkies 1 

ALMENA light me with thine eyes! 

When You bright wanderers BOTH return, 

Nor EARTH nor I'fhall longer mourn, 


Upon 


in 
* 
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Upon Jemmy TwIrchER—punting fer @ wager at 
Hampton-Court, with the Lord Dudley Ward 
—and Miſs Ray, like a Second Cleopatra, flanding 
on the banks to obſerve the feats of theſe beroes.. \ 


E E how the king—his little laves rewards, 4 


An age of frolicks—and a youth of cards. Mw 
See the elected Neptune of our iſle, Me) 


Strip to his ſhirt to make his miſtreſs ſmile— - 


Some men to hunting, ſome to punting take, 

At ſeventy-four, old Twitcher turns a rake, * OY 
And while he ſhoves and ftrives upon the wave, 
His beauteous Thais ſmiles upon her ſlave: 

And in harmonious numbers moves his care— 
Chanting—** None but the brave deſerve the fair,” 
Cæſar and Pompey—on the rapid Nile, 

Once drew the beauteous Cleopatra's ſmile: 

So Dudley Ward—and Jemmy Twitcher gay, 
Court the applauſes of the gentle Ray— 


The heroes ſtart they punt before her eyes, 


And my Lord Dudley bore away the prize, 

For when erect the gallant Twitcher ſtood, 

He miſs'd his ſhove—and tumbled in the mud : 
Ah—woe is me—that I the truth ſhould tell, 
But Thais clapp'd her hands when Jemmy fell, 
And to profeſs at once her great regard, 

Flew to the open arms of Dudley Ward. 

On Pompey's fate—did Cleopatra ſmile, . 


| When his old head—roll'd blubbering down the 


Nile. 
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Loan Nonrg i in the Houſe of 0 * Chandos ' ſpeaking ong 
day of the public 9 N of Lord Sandwich, 


Leap North perkiag one day in the Houſe of 
Commons of the public character of Lord Sand- 


wich, termed his Lordſhip «© an able and faithful 
feroant of the nation.” According to the votes this 
able and faithful creature,” in the year 1771» 
was entruſted with two millions and an half of the 


public money, , 28 à rupture with Spain was» 
at that time, expected. The rupture did not 


happen. - 


For ae fake I pray, 
1... Yow'll teil us—MISS RAY, 
What then did become of the money 7 
Lord Sandwieh is juſt, 
I' vouch for his truſt, eit 
He's as honeſt as lank — 


Tbere are others to blame, 
Whom I chooſe not to name, 
For truth, we all know, is a libel ; 
Hence an Admiralty Peer, 
Whoſe conſcience is clear, 
Can laugh at all truths in the Bible. 


1 It is curious to obſerve how the Miniſters, in 
each Houſe of Parliament, puff one another. Is 
Lord North attacked in the Houſe of Peers? Lord 
Sandwich is on his legs in an inſtant to declare, 
= | „That 
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te That there never was a better Firſt Lord of the 
Treaſury.” Is the Firſt Commiſſioner of the Ad- 
miralty cenſured in the Houſe of Commons ? 
Lord North pronounces Lord Sandwich to be, 


« 4 moſt able, faithful, and a_—_ OO 7 Hig | 
. 


A 
i Ci 


Says Lockit to 3 « You've nothing to fear 
< If they. battle in Got I'll defend in the rear.” 


Says Peachum to Loekit, 1 laugh at the hum, 
Let me 8 the ur 43s FO * _ __— 
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HEADS or THE YEAR * 


E wrong heads and long holds | attend to my | 

ſtrains z 4 
Le clear heads, and queer . and heads with- 
out brains; 


Ye thick ſculls, and quick ſkulls, and heads — 
and ſmall; 


And ye heads chat aſpire to be heads 0 over all. 


Ye ladies—(I would not offend for the world) 

Whoſe bright heads, and light heads, are fea- 
ther'd and curl'd; | 

The mighty dimenſions dame nature ſurprize, 


To find ſhe'd ſo groſly miſtaken the ſize, 
And 
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And ye petit maitres, your heads I might ſpare, 
Encumber d with nothing but powder and hair; 
Who vainly diſgrace the true monkey race, 
* tranſplanting the tail from its own native place, 
Bend might be faid, durſt I venture my N 
On crown'd heads, and round heads, of theſe mo- 

dern times; : „e 


This ſlippery path let me cautiouſly et-. | 
The neck elſe ar re parkapey a the bead. | 


The ih of the dharch, SB the 3 of the 

| ſtate 

Have taught much, nnd wrought much, too much 
to repeat; 

On the neck of corruption upliſted tis ſaid, 

Some rulers, alas! are too Oy the head. 


Ye ſchemers and dreamers of edlitic W 

Projecting the downfall of kingdoms and kings; 

Can your wiſdom declare how the body is fed, 

When the members rebel and wage war with the 
head ? | 


Expounders, confounders, and heads of the law, 

I bring caſe in point, do not point out a flaw; 
If reaſon is treaſon, what plea ſhall I plead ? 

To your chief I appeal—for your chief has a head, 


2 On 
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On Britannia's boſom ſweet liberty ſmil'd, 

The 3 grew ſtrong while ſhe foſter'd the 
child; 

Neglecting fo offepriog,: a fever ſhe bred, 


Which contracted her limbs, and diſtrated her 
head, |; 


Ye learned ſtate doors, your labours are vain, 

Proceeding by bleeding to ſettle her brain; 

Much leſs can your art the loſt members reſtore, 

Amputation muft follow—-perbaps ſomething 
more. 


Pale goddeſs of whim! when with cheeks lean or 
full, | 

Thy influence ſeizes an Engliſhman' s ſkull, 

He blunders, yet wonders his ſchemes ever fail, 

Tho” often miſtaking the head for the tail. 
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The following Poem is | dedicated to the memery of 
James Rocers, Eſq. a gentleman of the Pro- 
vince of Maryland, in North America: who to 

. - the gentleft manners, and moſ? bensvolent heart, ad- 
ded a profound knowledge of the laws and conflitu- 
tion of his country, acquired by a courſe of fludy 

 » wonformily . purſued during the ſpace of nine years. 

He leſt England with the laſt fatal aft which ren- 
| dered the breach between this kingdom and her colo- 
niet irreparable, but having through an impatient 
zeal entruſted himſelf to an inſufficient veſſel, he 
never reached America. In him his country has 

% a wiſe counſellor, worthy of her maſt ſacred 

truſts, his friends an invaluable friend, and the 


world a faithful guardian of thoſe liberties which 
are the common birth-right of humanity. 


ru . 


A MoNOp x. y 


11 Defir vive la ſperanxa ? morta. 
Petrarch. 


PON a ſea- girt rock the mourner ſtood, 
And view'd with ſtedfaſt eyes the rolling flood, 
And ſtill in every paſſing wave 


He fought his Paulus watry grave, 


And fancy oft the corſe deſcry'd | 
Wound in its billowy ſhroud, and floating with 
the tide. 


- has 


1 
| 
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But far on Atalantis dreary coaſt, 
Beneath a promontory's ſhade, 

The youth by pious hands is laid, 
And vainly doſt thou ſeek thy Paulus loſt: 
To diſtant climes and more inclement ſkies 
The faithleſs veſſel yielded up her prize. 


And is he then at reſt, 


No longer wandering on the watry waſte 

An unprotected corſe 

The ſwain is bleſt 
That ſnatch'd him from the ſurges force ; 
And hallowed is the glebe that holds thy clay, 


And bleſt the pious youth that vol thy funcral 
lay, 


But ah thy virtues could he tell, 

Thy firm integrity above a price, 

Thy warm devotion to the public weal, 
Thy ardent friendſhip, honour nice, 
Courage with pity till allied, 


And modeſty that like a veil did all thy virtues 
hide ? 


Could he thy innocence declare, 
A grace ſo rare 


When link'd with knowledge, that it ſhone 
Compleat in thee alone ? 


Could he thy love of liberal arts proclaim, 
Still guided to the nobleſt end, 
Thy country's birth-rights to defend, 
Not to acquire a periſhable name? 
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For thus thou oft haſt conn'd the hiſtoric page, 
For this the juriſts knotty lore, ; 
From Alfred's down to William's age: 
Encreafing ſtill thy mighty ſtore, 
A future gift deſign'd for Atalantis ſhore. 


Thine was the taſk her ſacred rights to guard, 
Her ſcatter'd ſtates with friendly links to bind, 
The happineſs of millions they reward, 
Thy monumeat in every patriot mind. 


Soon as the T——t ſpoke the word, 
Be flaves, or dread my vengeful ſword, 
Britannid's hated iſles you fled, 
And mourn'd her antient ſpirit dead; 
Your native woods you fought, 
With a Spartan virtue fraught, 
That virtue which can fate defy, 
Prepar'd to nobly live, or bravely die. 


Behold the wiſh'd for ſhore-—— 
The tempeſt howls, and Paulus is no more , 
Whilſt many a mercenary hoſt _ 
| Securely glides along the hapleſs coaſt, 
While ſafe the German tranſport bends her ſails, 
And Caledonia's ſons arrive with proſp'rous gales, 


Yet ſhall thy country's liberties ſurvive, 
Vet ſhall ſhe triumph o'er the daring foe; 
And Paulus too ſhall live, | 
While tyrants ſink beneath the avenging blow: 
Short is the gloomy deſpots ſway, 
But freedom's radiant form ſhall never know decay. 
: Immortal 
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Immortal ſpirit farewell thy weeping friend 
This laft ſad tribute to thy virtues pays, 
Too true a mourner juſtly to commend, 
And rich in reverence, tho? poor in praiſe ; 
But Atalantis ſhall thy worth rehearſe 
When patriot virtue claims her poet's ſong, 
Thy ſorrowing friends repeat the grateful verſe, 
Thy native hills the ſolemn notes prolong, 


Taz Risino GLoxy or AMERICA, 


N O more of Memphis and her mighty Kings 
Or Alexandria, where the Ptolemies 
Taught golden Commerce to unfurl her fails, 


And bid fair Science ſmile: no more of Greece, 


W here Learning next her early viſit paid, 

And ſpread her glories to illume the world 

No more of Athens, where ſhe flouriſhed, 

And ſaw her ſons of mighty genius riſe— 
Smooth-flowing Plato, Socrates, and him 

Who with reſiſtleſs eloquence reviv'd 

The ſpirit of Liberty, and ſhook the thrones 

Of Macedon and Perſia's haughty Kings 

No more of Rome, enlighten'd by her beams, 
Freſh kindling there the fire of eloquence 


And poeſy divine, imperial Rome! 


W hoſe wide dominion reach'd o'er half the globe; 
Whoſe eagle flew o'er Ganges to the Eaſt, 
| | D n And 
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And in the Weſt far to the Britiſh ifles— 

No more of Britain and her Kings renown'd, 
Edwards and Henrys, thunderbolts of war; 
Her chiefs victorious o'er the Gallic foe ; 
Illuftrious ſenators, immortal bards, 

And wife philoſophers, of theſe no more : 

A theme more new, tho? nat leſs noble, claims 
Our ev'ry thought on this auſpicious day, 
The riſing glory of this Weſtern world, 


Where now the dawning light of — ſpreads 
Her orient ray, and wakes the Muſes ſong; 


Where Freedom holds her ſacred ſtandard high, 
And Commerce rolls her golden tides profuſe 
Of elegance, and ev'ry joy of life. 

Now thro' the veil of ancient days review 
The period fam'd, when firſt Columbus touch'd 
The ſhore ſo long unknown; thro' various toils, 
Famine and death, the hero made his way. 
Fam'd Cabot too may claim our nobleſt ſong, 


Who from th' Atlantic ſurge deſery'd theſe ſhores, 
As he coaſted from the Mexic bay 


To Acady, and piny Eabradore, 

Nor leſs than him the Muſe would celebrate 

Bold Hudſon, ſtemming to the Pole, thro' ſeas 
Vex'd with continual ſtorms, thro' the cold ſtraits, 
Where Europe and America oppoſe 

Their ſhores contiguous, and the narthern ſea 
Confin'd, indignant, ſwells and roars between, 
With aſe be number'd in the lift of fame 


Illuſtrious Raleigh, hapleſs in his fate: 
Forgive me, Raleigh, if an infant Muſe 
Borrow 


TW I 


Borrows thy name to grace her humble ſtrain; 
By many nobler are thy virtues ſung ; 

Envy no more ſhall throw them in the ſſiade; 
They pour new luſtre on Britanniz's iſle. 

Thou too, advent'rous on th' Atlantic main, 
Burft thro? it's ſtorms, and fair Virginia hail'd. 
The fimple natives ſa thy canvas flow, 
Aud gaz'd a'oof upon the fhady ſhore: 


For in her woods America contain'd, 


From times remote, a ſavage race of men. 
Shut from the light of Science and of Truth 
They wander'd blindfold down the ſteep of time; 
Far from the reach of fame they liv'd unknown, 
In liſtleſs ſhyniber and inglorious eaſe ; 
To them fair Science never op'd her ſtores, 
Nor ſacred Fruth ſublim'd the foul to God; 
No fix'd abode their wand'ring genius knew, 
No golden harveſt crown'd the fertile glebe; 
No city them adorn'd the river's bank, 
Nor riſing turret overlook'd the ftrearn, | 
Now view the proſpect chang'd; far off at fea 
The mariner defcries our fpacious towns ; 
He hails the proſpect of the land, and views 
A new, a fair, a fertile world ariſe. 
But hear, my friends, and let us trace the fteps 
By which this recent happy world aroſe 
To this fair eminence of high renown, | 
This height of wealth, of liberty and fame. 
y perſccutiom wrong d, 
And. Popiſh cruelty, our fathers came 
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From Europe's ſhores to find this bleſt retreat, 
Secure from tyranny and hateful man, 

For this they left their country and their friends, 
And plough'd th* Atlantic wave in queſt of peace; 
Sought ou't uncultivated tracks and wilds, 
And fram'd new plans of cities, governments, 
And ſpacious provinces: why ſhould I name 
Thee Penn, the Solon of our Weſtern lands: 
Sagacious legiſlator, whom the world 

Admires, tho' dead: an infant colony, 

Nurs'd by thy care, now riſes o'er the reſt, 

Like that tall pyramid on Memphis? ſtrand 

Oer all the leſſer piles, they alſo great, 

Why ſhould I name thoſe herves ſo well known, 
Who peopled all the reſt from Canada _, 

To Georgia's further coaſts, Weſt Florida, 

Or Apalachian mountains? Yet Indian tribes, | 
With deadly malice arm'd, and black deſign, 
Oft murder'd halt the hapleſs colonies, _ 
Whatheart but mourns the untimely fate of Wolfe, 
Who dying conquer'd, or he who bravely fell 

By Monangahela and the Ohio's ſtream. 

W hat could avail, O-Braddock, then the flame, 
The gen'rous flame which fir'd thy martial ſoul ! 
What could avail Britannia's warlike troops, 
Choice ſpirits of her iſle ? What could avail 
America's own ſons? The {kulking foe, 

Hid in the foreſt lay, and fought ſecure. 

What could the brave Virginians do o'er power'd 


Dy! ſuch vaſt numbers, and their leader dead! 
1 | 5 Midſt 
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Midſt fire and death they bore him from the field, 

Where in his blood full many a hero lay, 

Twas there, O Halket, thou ſo nobly fell! 

Thrice valiant Halket, early ſon of fame! 

But why, alas, commemorate the dead | 

And paſs thoſe glorious heroes by, who yet 

Breathe the ſame air, and fee the light with us? 

A Waſhington now lives, among the ſons 

Of fame well known, bright as the morning ſtar 

Among the leſſer lights; a patriot ſxill'd 

In all the glorious arts of peace and war. 

Enough of war; more noble riches flow 

From Agriculture, and th' induſtrious ſwain 

Who tills the fertile vale, or mountain's brow ; 

Nor leſs from golden Commerce flow the ſtreams - 

Of richeſt plenty on-our ſmiling land. 

Far to the Eaſt our fleets on traffic ſail, 

And to the Weſt, thro' boundleſs ſeas, which not 

Old Rome, nor Tyre, nor mightier Carthage knew» 

Daughter of Commerce, from the hoary deep 

New-York emerging, rears her lofty domes, 

And hails from far her num'rous ſhips of trade, 

Like ſhady foreſts riſing on the waves, 

And Philadelphia, miſtreſs of our world, 

The ſeat of Arts, of Science, and of Fame, 

Derives her grandeur from the pow'r of trade, 

Hail, happy city, where the Muſes tray, 

Where deep Philoſophy convenes her ſons, 

And opens all her ſecrets to their view |! 

America! O happy land ! the laſt, 
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A genius piercing as th' electric fire, 
By him, the rival of Britannia's ſage, 
Of holy revelation beams, the ſtar 


Its influence, as once did Paleſtine 


*Tis true, no human eye can penetrate 


Behold the ſcenes of dark futurity ; 


The beſt of countries, where the Arts ſhall riſe, 
And grow luxuriant ; for ey'n now we boaſt 

A FRANKLIN, {kill'd i in deep philoſophy ; 
Bright as the light'ning's flaſh explain'd ſo well 
This is a land where the more noble light 


W hich roſe from Judah lights our ſkies; we feel 


And Gentile lands, where now the ruthleſs Turk, 
Wrapt up in darkneſs, ſlceps dull life away. 


The veil obſcure, and in fair light diſclos'd 


Yet if we reaſon from the courſe of things, 


And downward trace the veſtiges of time, 
The mind prophetic grows, and pierces far 
Thro' ages yet unborn. We ſaw the ſtates 


And mighty empires of the Eaſt ariſe, 
In ſwift ſucceſſion from the Aſſyrian 


FV Macedon and Rome; in Britain thence 
Dominion drove her car, ſhe ftretch'd her reign 
O'er many ifles, wide ſeas, and peopled lands, 
Now, in the Weſt, a continent appears; 

A newer world now opens to her view; 

She haſtens onward to th* Americ ſhares, 

And bids a ſcene of-recent wonders riſe : 
New ftates, new empires, and a race of men 


High rais'd in glory ; cities and people 


- 
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Num'rous as ſand upon the ocean ſhore, 

Th' Ohio then ſhall glide by many a town 

Of note; and where the Miſſiſippi ſtream, 

By foreſts ſhaded, now runs weeping on, 
Nations ſhall grow, and ſtates not leſs in fame 
Than Greece and Rome of old : we too ſhall boaſt 
Our Alexanders, Pompeys, heroes 

That in the womb of time yet dormant lie, 
Waiting the joyful hour for life and light, 

Far in the Arctic ſkies a Peterſburgh, 

A Bergen, or Archangel lifts its ſpires 

Glitt'ring with ice; far in the Weſt appears 

A new Palmyra or an Ecbatan ; 

And in the South' I ſee a Babylon, 

A Nineveh' where Oronoque deſcends 

With waves diſcolour'd from the Andes high, 
"Winding himſelf around an hundred iſles, 
Where ſplendid buildings glitter o'er his tide, 
To mighty nations ſhall the people grow, 

Who cultivate the banks of many a flood, 

In chryftal currents poured from the hills 
Called Apalachio, to lave the ſands 

Of Carolina, Georgia, and the plains 

Stretch'd out from thence far to the burning Line, 
St. John's, or Clarendon, or-Albemarle, 

And thou, Potowmack, navigable ſtream, 
Rolling thy waters thro* Virginia's groves, 

Shall vie with Thames, the Tiber, or the Rhine ; 
For on thy banks I ſee an hundred towns, 

And the tall veſſels wafted down thy tide ; 
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Hoarſe Niagara's ſtream, now roaring on 
Thro' woods and rocks, and broken mountains 
torn 
In days remote far from their ancient * 
By ſome great monarch taught a better courſe, 
Or clear'd of cataracts, ſhall low beneath 
Unnumber'd boats, and merchandize and men: 
And from the coaſts of piny Labradore, 
A thouſand navies crowd before the gale, 
And ſpread their commerce to remoteſt lands, 
Or bear their thunder round the conquer'd world, 
And here fair Freedom ſhall for ever reign, 
I ſee a train, a glorious train appear, 
Of patriots plac'd in equal fame with thoſe 
Who nobly fell for Athens or for Rome; 
'The ſons of Boſton, reſolute and brave, 
Who, when their country's cauſe ſhall need, 
when ſome 
Mad T' yrant, with oppreſſive hand, ſhall dare 
T'infringe their rights, will reſolutely brave 
His dark deſigns, or ſtruggling, nobly die. 
The firm ſupporters of our injur'd rights, | 
Shall loſe their ſplendors in the brighter beams 
Of patriots fam'd, and heroes yet unborn. 
I ſee a Homer and a Milton riſe 
In all the pomp and majeſty of ſong, 
Which gives immortal vigour to the deeds 
Atchiev'd by heroes in the field of fame. 
A ſecond Pope, like that Arabian bird 


Of wideh no age can boaſt but one, may yet 
Awake 
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Awake the Mufe by Schuylkill's filent ſtream, 
And bid new foreſts bloom along her banks. 
And Suſquehanna's rocky ſtream unſung, 

In bright meander winding round the hills, 
Where firſt the mountain nymph ſweet Echo heard 
The uncouth muſic of my rural lay, 

Shall yet remurmur to the magic ſound 

Of ſong heroic, when in future days 

Some noble Hampden riſes into fame. 

Now in the bow'rs of Tuſcororah's hills, 

As once on Pindus, all the Muſes ftray ; 

New Theban bards bigh ſoaring reach the ſkies, 
And ſwim along thro? azure ſtreams of air. 

Or Roanoke's and James's limpid waves, 

How ſweet their muſic murmurs in the gale ; 
Another Denham celebrates their flow 

In gliding numbers, and harmonious lays. 

And when a train of rolling years are paſt, 

(So ſang the exil'd Seer in Patmos ifle,) 

A new Jeruſalem, ſent down from Heav'n, 
Shall grace our happy earth : perhaps this land, 
Whole virgin boſom ſhall then receive, tho' late, 
Myriads of ſaints, with their Almighty King, 
To live and reign a thouſand years, 

Thence call'd Millennium. Paradife anew 
Shall flouriſh; no dang'rous tree or deathful | 
Fruit ſhall grow; no tempting ſerpent to 

Allure the ſoul from native innocence ; 

No thiſtle here, or briar, or thorn, ſhall ſpring 
Earth's curſe before: the lion and the lamb, 
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In mutual friendſhip link'd, ſhall browze the 
. ſhrub; 


And tim'rous deer with rabid tygers ſtray 


O'er mead, or lofty hill, or graſſy plain, 


The happy people, free from ſecond death, 


Shall find ſecure repoſe. Such days the world, 

And ſuch: America, thou firſt may have, 

When ages yet to come have run their round, 

And future years of bliſs alone remain, | 77 
This is thy praiſe, America, thy pow'r, 

Hail happy land ! by Science vilited, 

'The ſeat of Empire and of Freedom too ; 

The final ſtage, where Time ſhall introduce 

Renowned characters, and glorious works 

Of bigh invention, and of wond'rous art, 

Which not the ravages of Time fhall waſte, 

Till be himſelf has run his long career; 

Till final Ruin, with her fi'ry car, 

Rides o'er Creation, and all Nature's works 


Are loſt in chaos, and the womb of night! 


e MING DALE: 


An AMERICAN SOLILOQUY. 


ARK, hark, the hoſtile band I hear, 
Their proud Reveillè beat; 
Sounds that ſtrike my ſoul with fear, 
With miſchief all replete, ; 


In 
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In ſorrow, Phillis, hide thy head, 
Thy plaints will nought avail z 
For peace, ſweet peace, for ever fled 


The ſhores of Blooming Dale. 


Viſits no more thy rural cot 

The cock that wak'd the day; 
The lowing hero (n&er forgot) 

By force are ta'en away. 


Thy fruits, thy flocks, by ruffian hand, 


O! woe to tell the tale, 


Are ſeiz'd, are ſlain by flern command, 


And waſted Blooming Dale. 


But O ! the bed yon ſavage crew 
Have to their ſhips convey'd ; 
That bed, where Strephon firſt I knew, 


Where love and we were laid, 


But now the camp receives the youth, 
By arms he muſt prevail ; 


By valour prove his ſteady truth, 


And love of Blooming Dale. 


For me—!I to the woods will go, 


Where Peace with nature reign; 
Though Juſtice may ſuſpend the blow, 
She'll not ſuſpend in vain, 


A Ckrx- 


— 
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CELEBRATED SONNET of Mons1eUR BERNARD, 
. 
END RE fruit des pleurs de l'aurore, 
Objet des Baiſers de Zephir; 


Reine de Empire de Flore, 
Hate-toi de t'epanouir, 


Que dis-je ? helas ! differe encore, 
Differe un moment de t'ouvrir: 
L'inſtant qui doit te faire eclore, 
Eſt celui qui doit te fletrir, 


> Themire eſt une fleur nouvelle, 


Qui doit ſubir la meme loi: 


Roſe, tu doi's briller comme elle; 


Ellie doit paſſer comme toi, 


Deſcends de ta tige Epineuſe ; 
Viens la parer de tes couleurs; 


e doin bile in plus heuteuſe, 


Comme 1a plus belle des fleurs, 


Va, meurs ſur Je ſein de Thimire, 
Qu'il ſoit ton trone et ton tombeau; 


Jaloux de ton ſort, je n'aſpire 


Qu'au bonheur d'un tiepas fi beau. 


Tu verras quelque jour, peut etre, 
L' Aſyle ou tu dois pẽnẽtrer; 
Un ſoupir t'y fera renaitre, 
Si Thimire peut - ſoupirer. 
L'Amour 


( 49 ) 


L'Amour aura ſoin de tinftruire 
De cote que tu dois pẽnẽtrer 3 

Eclate à ſes yeux ſans leur nuire; 
Pare ſon ſein ſans le cecher. 


Si quelque main a Vimprudence 
D'y venir troubler ton repos, 

Emporte avec toi ma vengeance, 
Garde une epine a mes rivaux. 


TRANSLATE D. 


F LOW'R that Zephyr fond careſſes, 

pprung from tears by morning ſhed, 
Brighteſt flow'r that Flora dreſſes, 

Now thy bluſhing beauties ſpread, 


Yet, ſo ſoon thy glowing treaſures, 
Flaunt not to the gariſh ſun; 

Oh ! too tranſient are ſuch pleaſures, 
Scarce we view them ere they're gone! 


Czlia is a bud new blooming, 

Thou, like her, now boaſt'ſt thy prime 
But ere long, that prime conſuming, 

She, like thee, muſt yield to time l 


Quit, O Roſe ! thy thorny manſion ; 
Gladly with the nymph abide; 
O'er her boſom's fair expanſion, 


Laviſh all thy purple pride! 


There, 


(oo) 
There, the ſnow-white heav'n admiring, 
Breathe thy fragrant life away ; 
While, with jealoufy expiring, 
I behold thy dear decay 


Such the bliſs kind fate may give thee; 
And, when on her breaſt you die, 

She with ſighs ſhall foon revive thee; 
If that breaſt can heave a ſigh ! 


'Then, as partial love's revealing, 

To which orb thou ſhalt incline ; 
O!] adorn without concealing ! 

O!] offend not as you ſhine ! 


And, ſhoald'ft thou by ſome rude lover, 


Thence with envious tage be torn ; 
Let the daring wretch diſcover, 
Vengeance lurks beneath thy thorn! 


2 , 


+ 


Le Dilaſſement de la Guerre, ou La Phikſophie des 
Heros : 
., 

Ecrit par ſa Majeſic le Roi de Paussk, pendant ſon 


| Sejour d BRESLAU. 
AMOUR ſe foutient par Veſpoir, 


Le ztle par la recompenſe, 
L'aytorite par le pouvoir, 
Ta foibleſſe par la prudence, 
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Le credit par la probite, 
La ſante par la temperance, ' 
L'eſprit par le contentement, 
Le contentement par Vaiſance, 
L'aiſance par Varrahgement. 


Plus de douceur que de beauté, 
Me ſemble aux filles neceffaire, 
Plus d'eclat que de verite 
Dans un auteur ne me plait gueres, 
Pour etre heureux, il faut avoir, 
Plus de vertu que de ſavoir, 


Plus d'amitié que de tendrefle, 
Plus de conduite que d'eſprit, 


Plus de ſanté que de richeſſe, 
Plus de repos que de profit. 


Petit bien, qui ne doive rien, 

Petit jardin, petite table, 

Petit minois, qui m'aime bien, 

Sont pour moi choſes deleCtables: 
Jaime à trouver, quand il fait froid, 
Grand feu dans un petit endroit. 
Les delicats font grande chere, 
Quand on leur ſert, dans un repas, 
De grands vins dans un petit verre, 
De grands mets dans de petits plats. 
IH reſulte de ce langage, 

Qu'il ne faut jamais rien de trop l 
Que de ſens renferme ce mot! 
Qu'il eſt judicieux et ſage? 


— — 
— — 
——— — - 


Trop 
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Trop de repos nous engourdit, 
Trop de fracas nous etourdit, 

Trop de froideur eſt indolence, 
Trop d' activitẽ turbulence ; 

Trop d'amour trouble la raiſon, 
Trop de remède eſt un poiſon, 5 
Trop de fineſſe eſt artifice, | 
Trop de rigueur eft durete, 

Trop d'economie avarice, 

Trop d'audace temerite ; 

Trop de bien devient un fardeau, 
Trop d'honneur eſt un eſclavage, 
Trop de plaiſir mène au tombeau, 
Trop d'eſprit nous porte domm age: 
Trop de confiance nous perd, 
Trop de franchiſe nous deſſert; 
Trop de bonté devient foibleſſe, 
Trop de fierte devient hauteur, 
Trop de complaiſance baſſeſſe, 
Trop de politeſſe fadeur. 

Ce trop pourrait, a bien le prendre, 
Aiſement changer en bien; 

Cela vient faute de s'entendre, 

Le tout ſouvent depend d'un rien. 


Un rien eſt de grande importance, 
Un rien produit de grands effets; 
En amour, en guerre, en proces, 

Un rien fait pancher la balance. 


Un 
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Un rien nous pouſle aupres des grands, 
Un rien nous fait aimer des belles, 
Un rien fait ſortir nos talens, 
Un rien derange nos cervelles. 
D'un rien de plus, d'un rien de moins, 
Depend le ſucces de nos foins : 
Un rien flatte quand. on eſpère, 
Un rien trouble lorſqu'on craint. 
AMou | ton feu ne dure gueres ; 
Un rien rallume, un rien l'ẽteint 


FREDERICK. 


E P ITU N AMES 


W HAT always gaming night and day, 
Said Silvia to her brother, 
Will you ne'er leave it off, I pray? 
Dear ſiſter, yes—ſome time or other 
I'll throw the dice and cards aſide, 
Whenever you coquetting ceaſe, 
Go, naughty man, Silvia reply'd, 
Thou'lt be a gameſter all thy days. 


W HEN wedded Nan was brought to-bed, 
She ſcream'd and roar'd with pain; 


She'd rather die a maid, the ſaid, 


Was it to do again. a 


E 1 Pray 


"TT 4) 


Pray have a little patience, 
And ſay, why now this pother ? 

Before your marriage you could tell, 
What *twas to be a mother. 


7 OU want you 67 ſomething i in verſe, 
That's eaſy, pretty, light and terſe: 
The recipe is good, no doubt; t; 

But pray, into what chemiſt's ſhop © 
Am I my needy head to pop, 


To find thoſe ſcarce ingredients out ? 


A PANEGYR 1 C. 


H AIL! miniſter, by Paradoxes great! 
Proceeds it from thy genius or thy fate ? 

Courtier compleat, with manners mgſt polite ;, 

Without thy Prince's love, a favourite ; 

Not eloquent, tho* valuble of tongue, 

And thy firſt honours from corruption ſprung ; 

From ruin and diſtreſs advanc'd to power, 

From goal to court, the creature of an hour : 

Hated by each and yet upheld by all; 

Hooted in ſtreets, applauded in the hall; 

By giving rich, till able to ſupply 

Freſh credit for each want and every lie; 

| French 
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French inſults, pad-lock'd you and fame Can- 
paigns, _ | 

(Thy meaſures now) were crimes in former 
reigns; 

What then was confirucd treaſon by our laws, 

Is now thy glary, and demands applauſe: | 

If thou art eaſy, who dares feel his pain? 

'Tis bold to „gb, rebellion to complain; — { 

Ev'n public debts transform themſelves to gain. 

The change that ſeem'd to force thee from the tage, 

To ſue for ſhelter from the people's rage, 

Pye-ball'd with dirt and glory, brought thee on, 

And turn'd thy ſanctuary to a throne. 


Taz LUNA TIC. 


OME bene to me, = hebtng fools ! 
Here bend your _ !—Attend my rules; 
Ye, who. mighty wars maintain : 
I've all the wars of Europe in my brain, 

See me, ſee me ſoar on high 

See me reach the Azure ſky ! 

Hear me the Celeſtials hail ! 

With fifty thouſand Yankies at my tail. 
See how briſkly we put on > 
Marching thro' the Torrid Zone 

To ſtorm Jove's temples, put the Gods to flight, 
And ſnuff the candles of eternal light. 


1 How 
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How \bedient to my nod, | 
Each martial hero 3 — 
Enthron'd I'll be! each trembling God 
An humble victim lying. 
Let the globe dance a hornpipe Here Waſh- 


ington ! Howe 
Brother madmen attend me !—T11 whiſper ye 


now: 
Let s climb yon mount ſo high, 
And there diſturb the weather ; 
Pull down: the rainbow from the ſky, 
And tie both ends together, 


EE. 


Sent by a GENTLEMAN to his LApr, with a Pre- 
ſent of a KNIFE. 


Knife, dear Girl, cuts Love they ſay— 
Mere modiſh Love, perhaps it may 
For any tool of any kind, 
Can ſep'rate what was never join 'd. 
The Knife that cuts our Love in two, 
Will have much tougher work to do: 
- Muſt cut your ſoftneſs, worth and ſpirit 
Down to the vulgar ſize of merit; 
To level yours with modern taſte, 


Muſt cut a world of ſenſe to waſte; | 
| And 


1 
And from your ſingle beauty's ſtore, 
Clip what would dizen out a ſcore. | 
The ſelf-ſame blade from me muſt ſever - 
Senſation, judgment, ſight, for ever; | 
All mem'ry of endearments paſt, 
All hope of comforts long to laſt, 
All that makes fourteen years with you, 
A Summer ;—and a ſhort one too: 
All that affection feels, and fears, 
When hours, without you, ſeem like years. 
Till that be done (and I'd as ſoon | 
Believe this Knife will chip the moon) 
Accept my preſent undeterr'd, 
And leave their Proverbs to the herd, 
If in a kiſs—delicious treat 


Vour lips acknowledge the receipt; 
Love, fond of ſuch ſubſtantial fare, 
And proud to play the glutton there, 
All thoughts of cutting will diſdain, 
Save only cut and come again. 


The LITE of 4 WomMaN of the Town. | 


\ H! what avails, how once appear'd the fair, 

When from gay equipage ſhe falls obſcure; + 

In vain ſhe moves her livid lips in pray'r; 
What man ſo mean to recolle& the poor ? 


E 3 From 
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From place to place, by unfee'd bailiffs drove, 
As fainting fawns from thirſty blood-bounds. fly, 
See the ſad remnants of unhallow'd love, 
In priſons periſh, or on dunghills die, 


Pimps and dependants once her beauties prais'd; 
And on theſe beauties, vermin-like, they fed; 

From wretchednefs, the crew her Bounty rais'l, 
When by her ſpoils ny Ki bread, 


Through ſtreet t free, the wenda, as « want be. 


tides, 
Like Shore's ſad wife, in Wines difmal hows; 3 
by The bleak winds piercing her uanouriſh'd ſides, 
1 Her houſcleſs head Gripping with een ſhom- 


ers. 


| 
il Sickly he firoles amidſt the micy lane, 
While ſtreaming ſpouts daſh on her uncloath'd 
neck ; 
By famine inch d; pinch'd by diſcaſe-bred paio, 
Contrition's portrait, and raſh beauty's wreck. 


She dies; ſad outcaſt ! Heart broke by remorſe ; 
Pale ftretch'd againſt th' inhoſpitable doors; 
While gathering goſſips taunt the fleſhleſs corſe, 
_ thank their Gods — that thy were never 
Vun: 


0 To G. 
LORD 
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A Mock ET EG. 


HE ſun creeps lowly o'er the Eaſtern hills, 
The lazy-pacing hours attend his way, 


Through the thick fog the ſcarce-pervading beam, 
Gives Low Dox's Lord his gorgeous gaudy day. 


Now the grim'd ſcavenger his beſom plies, 
And whiſtles at his work with wonted glee, 
The ſtreets look decent ev'n in Courtiers eyes, 


While the wretch ſweeps for dirtier ſail than he. 


And now the City bells, in many a peal, 
Burſting at once upon the vacant ear, 
Bid the glad freemen from their compters ſteal, 


And hail the Gay to beef and pudding dear. 


Nor is this all—the folid ham ſupplies | 
The place where yeſterday's plain mutton ſtood, 
And the rich pudding with the pye-cruſt vie? 
— But al this is ſwallow d ſoon, for all is — 


Nor paſs we by the capon and the chine, 
Nor heedleſs, leave the turkey's praiſe unſung! 
The many-mixtur'd punch, th' inſpiring wine, 
Joy of each heart, and theme of every | ; 


E $4: And 
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And now AucusrA's Senators repair, 
To that old pile where broad-fac'd giants ſtand; 
While courtly ſtrangers like thoſe giants ſtare, 
Maz'd at the clumſy wonders of our land | 


But haſte, my muſe, the coach of ſtate appears ! 
' AvcvsTA's Lord, and all his court, are bli the: 


Coachman, be careful how you reach the ſtairs, 
And land the Monarch ſafely at Queenhithe ! 


But ah! one moral thought will yet intrude, 
Tho' glad the heart, and feſtive be the day; 
© How ſhort our bliſs ?!—We've made the landing 
good, 
On the frail waves to plow the wat'ry way!“ 


Now fail the barges—half a mile an hour; Y 
Now fly the ſtreamers—now the corks, too, 
fly; 
The morning brimmer gives the ſtomach power 
To erm the beef, and raiſe the pigeon- pie 


Let F ancy, trav'ling on the banks of Thame, 
Suppoſe at Rurus' Hall the glitt'ring throng ; 

The buſineſs done—revilit we the Stream, 
While pop-guns ned us all along * 


With grateful hearts, and eyes of greedy j Joys 

We view thy bridge of elegance Black-friars ; 

. While the glad matron hugs her darling boy, 

For Daddy's ſafe arrived, thro' woſe than 
thorns and briars. 


Muſe, 


( 61 ) 
-Muſe, croud the 'verſe,—as London ſtreets are 
fill'd, 
With men, dogs, horſes, b and ſedans , 
Strew many a flower, as many a bottle's ſpill'd, 


And croud with ſpits, and plates, and pots, 
and pans. 


The feaſting o'er, the ball, the ſprightly dance, 
With jocund glee beguile the night away; 
The crouds retire when Sunday-hours advance, 

« And eat, in dreams, the cuſtard of the day®*.” 


To the PRINTER of the PuBLic ADVERTISER. 


fond  L 's ANSWER to Mrs. N 2 


QuesTION © WHAT 1s Gx Ack?“ 


| W HIL E round her lips the loves and graces | 
play'd, 

&« Why am I graceful ?” ſweet ASPASIA ſaid ; 

„And what is grace, whole ſacred ſpell can bind 

« Harmonious magic o'er the raptur'd mind: 

« Where does this denizen of air reſide, 

And to what beauties is her power applied? 

„ What, what attraction to a woman brings 

6 This ſylph, this fairy with enamel'd wings ?” 


o * Pope. | 
— Thus 
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—— Thus STREPHON anſwer d: Gtace, O beau- 
teous dame, 


That child of Heaven, Hluwmes your ar 
frames | | 


« *Tis in your cheeks, whoſe blended tints unite 
« The two contending roſes, red and white! 
% *Tis in your lips with vermeil perfume preſt, 
« It ranges lovely o'er your ſnowy breaſt : 
<< Tie Grace that breathing ſweetly in each ſigh, 
« Speaks in your voice and lightens in your eye, 
« Tis in all, it circles you around 
« In every look, in every word *tis found: 
f O thou, by nature exquiſitely plan'd, 
c Who came perfection from her labouring hand, 
« Deem nought amiſs of him, whoſe artleſs muſe 
6 Theſe her beſt gifts not undelighted views, 
4 But on his tuneleſs reed and ſimple toil 
« Propitious look, and truſt him with a fmile ! 
« So ſhalt his lawns tho? perch'd bySummer's heat, 
« Revive, when trodden by AsPasIA's feet, 
| & 80 ſhall his flowrets with freſh fragrance blow, 
« His lillies whiten and his roſes glow : 
« And once again his ruſtic ſong ſhall tell 
« What grace, what beauties in AsPASIA dwell.” 


Mr. Pt INTER, 2 


I Have taken the liberty of tranſmitting to the 
public, through the channel of your paper, 
the above . verſes, which have only cir- 
culated hitherto thraugh the faſhionable world in 
manuſcript. They are too good to be kept a ſe- 

cret, 


* 


. 
. 
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eret, che? addreſſed to the wife of another mon. 


But while they abound with the moſt elegant 


compliments to the lady, the poor huſband is 
forgotten. It is to preſerve him from eblivion 


that I take the liberty of ſending you a parody on 


the above; and I flatter myſelf you will inſert the 


trifle J have fubjoined, with this apology to the 
public. : 


While rays of glory beam'd around his head, 


<« Say what is Grace?” a love-fick Bp ſaid; 

«© What is this power of grace, Whole magic 
„ ſpell 

« Can awe the gaping multitude ſo well ? 

de Say is this thing ſo much, ſo little known, 

ce Is it by manner, look, or titles fhewn ? 

« Dells it in ſingle or in married life, 

« Shines it the moſt in Mex, or in my Wirz?“ 


When virtuous STREPHON anſweredü 
c Learn'd Divine, 


*<. On thy own brows conſpicuous ſee it ſhine; 


« See from thy pouting lips in power diſpenſe 
In holy, luſcious ſtreams of eloquence, 


&« *Tis that which gliſtening in your vacant eye 


& Glotes on your wife, while all the world 
ſtands by. 


& *Tis all in all, it circles you around, 
4 In coat, in caſſock, in lawn-ſleeves tis found. 
6 O thou for Huſband by thy fate deſign'd, 


6 To human errors charitably blind; 
| „ Deem 
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ee Deem naught amiſs of him whoſe modeſt muſe 
With pious praiſe your bluſhing dame purſues; 
4 But on his harmleſs views, and virtuous life, 
4 Propitious look, and truſt him with your wife 
& 80 ſhall his H——y's violated ſhade 

C Weep o'er another fair to ſhame betray'd ; 

'« So, at the fight, more pale his lillies grow, 

c And bluſhing roſes feel a deeper glow ; ' 

«& So ſhall his flowers with gayer tints bring forth» 
* And horn-beams flouriſh in the gales of North; 
C And, beft of gifts, the pious bard receive 
One blefling fit a B—p's wiſe to give.” 


BAGATELLE, 


P. $. I think it but proper to add, that I dif- 
claim all infinuations againſt the fair character of 


the above lady, who I firmly believe to be a very 


good ſort of woman, and her huſband a very 
worthy man, and whoſe worſt aCtion is certainly 


that of having introduced her to ſuch a Ciciſbeo. 


To 
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To commemorate the Naval Review at Portſ- 
mouth, the Oratorio of Alexander's Feaſt is to 
be performed at one of the Theatres Royal, by 
command of his „with the following al- 
terations, by, E/; Poet Lt, 


| ALEXANDER's FEAST, 
PAN ODI E Dy 
Or, the Grand Po Ts MOTR Puppet - Shew, 


A eiern Ir. 
RE CIT ATIVE. 


{ WAS at the royal ſhow, and grand difplaY 
| Of all the navy which at Portſmouth lay ; 

Aloft in laughing ſtate, 

B 's monarch ſat, 

And look'd ſerenely gay, 
Goldftick, and other Peers were pisse around, 
Their hair in bags or ſilken ribbons bound; 

So ſhould, ye fair, our men of arms be crown'd! 
Charlotte ſmil'd ſweetly at his ſide, 
Yet inwardly, alas! ſhe ſigh'd 


82 At G——'s folly, and at Twitcher's ' pride: 


fs 
Happy, happy, happy pair, 
How they rejoice 
How they rejoice ! 
To ſee the weather grown ſo fair! 
Chorus, and the Jame. 


RECI- 


PP 
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RECITATIVE. 


Then Sandwich plac'd on high, 
Amid the tuneful band; 


| Struck the loud hettle- 1 with "wighty 
hand; e 


The hing notes aſcend the ſky, 
Ang ſound along the ſtrand. | 


R E CI - AT I V E. 6 
From Fred'rick began the ſtrain, | 
Who left Getmania's bleak domain 
For England—ſuch the pow'r of Stuart's reign ! | 
Auguſta then his Highneſs wog'd, 
Got children, as all Princes ſhou'd, 
When he to Saxe Gotha preſs'd, | 
And while he ſought her ſaowy breaſt : | 
"Then round her waiſt his arms he ſpread, . 


And ſtamp'd an image of himſel.—a Prince with - 
out a head. 


TD TD. 
The liſt' ning tars admire the lofty ſound, 
A Prince without a head—they ſhout around ; 


A Prince without a bead— the vaulted ſkies re- 
bound. 


K* — * 
** 


— 
— AA 


1 
Not us'd to hear 


Such truths ſincere, 
At firſt he ſhrinks 


Before he thinks, | 
That tars muſt have their j jeer. 


RE CI- 


( 6 ) 
RECITATIVE 


The praiſe of Pinchy then the great muſician 
ſung, 
Of Pinchy, in invention ever young, 
The jolly dog in triumph comes, 
(Sandwich beats the kettle-drums) 
Fluſh'd with a purple grace, 
; He ſhews his merry face; 
Make room, the Sov'reign cries—he comes! he 
| comes! | 


A I R, accompanied by a curious muſical clock. 


Pinchy's ever fertile brain 
Did patent ſnuffers firſt ordain 
Pinchy's nicknacks are a treaſure, 
Pinchy's toys a monarch's pleaſure. 
Rich the treaſure, 
Sweet the pleaſure, 
Sweet as pleaſure after pain, 


CN: OR US. 


Pinchy's nicknacks are a treaſure, &c. 


RECITATIVE. 


Sooth'd with the ſound the King grew vain, 
Sail'd thro' his navy once again, | 
And in idea thrice he drubb'd the great vEftaiog, 

Sandwich beheld the madneſs riſe, 

His glywing cheeks, his ſullen eyes; 
And while he France and Spain defy'd, 
Chang'd his hand, and check'd his pride. 


RECI- 


| 
| 


* r 4 


— ee en wr ty — —— 


£ 
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R E CIT. accompanied. 


He choſe a mournful muſe, . 
Soft pity to infuſe. | 
A IX. 
He ſung Britannia, great and good, 
By too ſevere a fate, 
Fallen from her high eſtate, 
Defenceleſs on the flood. 


To tuin and deſtruction led, 


"WP Scotchmen, whom her bounty fed ; 
On the bare ſea expor'd ſhe lies, 
To France an eaſy ſacrifice. 


CHORUS. 


Behold Britannia, great and good, . 

| Defenceleſs on the flood, . 
On the bare ſea expos'd ſhe lies, R 
To France an ealy ſacrifice! | f 


RE CIT ATI VE. 


With downcaft looks the cloudy monarch he 
Revolving i in his alter'd ſoul, 9 4 
The various turns of chance below, 

And now and then a ſigh he ſtole, 
And tears began to flow. 


RECITATIVE. 


But Sandwich, tho? with vaſt ſurprize, 
He ſaw the-monarch's weeping eyes, 

Told him it would not be amiſs— 
* The more he cry'd, the leſs he'd ——' 
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ri. accompanied... 


Softly ſweet in Scottiſh meaſures, 
The bagpipe ſoothes his ſoul to pleaſures, 


. 


War, he ſung, is toil and trouble, 

Honour but an empty bubble; 

Eaſe and comfort ſtill refuſing; 
Fighting till, and till deſtroying: 

Though a crown be worth thy loſing, 
Turning buttons worth enjoying, 

Bute ſoon again ſhall /it beſide thee, 

Tanke the friends the Scots provide thee. 


War he ſung, &c. repeated again. 


Sn 


Glad Sawney rends the ſkies with loud applauſe, 
So B—e was crown'd, and England won the cauſe, 


Bias "ol. thy 
The Prince his joy unable to contain, 
| Sigh'd for the Thane, 
Who caus'd his pain, 


And ſigh'd and look'd, figh'd and look'd, 
Sigh'd and look'd, and figh'd again. 


At length with ſailing and with ſinging tir'd, 
Home to his bed the drowſy King retit'd. 


7 CCH O- 


(70) 
CHORUS repeated. 


Glad Sawney rends the ſkies with loud applauſe, 
So B—e was crowa'd, and Scotland Wife the cauſe» 


End of the Fir An. 


ACT Tuz SECOND. 
5 4 +» Th ol accompanied. 


Now ftrike the #ettle-drums again, 
A louder yet—and yet a louder ftrain ! 
Break his bands of fleep aſunder, 

And rouſe him with ſalutes as loud as thunder, 


CHORUS. 
Break, &c. 


AECITATEVE. 


Hark, hark! the martial ſound 
Has rais'd up his head 

Alter ſh g a bed, 

And amaz'd he ſtares around. 


Revenge, revenge, bold Sandwich cries, 
See the Furies ariſe; 
See the ſnakes that they rear, 


How they hiſs in their hair, | 
And the ſparkles that flaſh from their eyes, 


AIR. 
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d 10 3 
Behold a mounful band 
Withdut arms in their hand, 
Theſe are Britiſh troops, that i in battle were ta'en, 
And captive remain 
Beyond th' Atlantic main. 


. — 


Give the vengeance due 
To Burgoyne's injur'd crew— 
Behoid how they pile up their arms all on high, 
How they point to the army of Gates, | 
And dine in dumb deſpair off“ broken plates! 


8 
The nobles applaud with a furious frown, 


And the K—g with a tom'hawk wou'd fain knock 
them down, 


4. 1 
+ Campbell ſhall lead the way, 


And guide him to his prey, 
And like another Dunmore fire another town. 


F 2 CH O- 


After the capitulation, General Burgoyne, and his 


principal officers, dined with General Gates, a deſcription of 


which entertainment, and the table furniture, appeared 
ſome time ago in the public papers, | 
+ The author means that officer, who ſaid in the Houſe 


of Commons, that one regiment would march from one 
* 
end 
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C HO R U S8. 
The nobles applaud, &c, 


The four following "Ea n repeated. 


RE CIT. accompanied. 


Not long ago, 


When ſtateſmen knew that Veſtern winds cou'd 
blow, 


And Scotchmen yet were mute, 
Great Pitt, uncircumſcrib'd by B—e, 
With noble fire 


Plan'd ſuch amazing deeds, as made the world 
admire, 


Grand CHORUS: 


At length, to blaſt our glory, came, 
That Scotchman of deteſted name; 
The dark deceiver, in a curſed hour, 
Poiſon'd his Royal Maſter's mind 3 
And fraught with treachery deſign'd 
Made Britain ſue for peace to Bourbon's broken 
power 


R ECITATIVk. 


Vour voices tune, and raiſe them high, 
Till they echo from the vaulted ſky 


end of America to the other ; that was confidered as very 
preſuming by many diffident people, who were not ſoldiers; 


but in juſtice to Mr. C——- it muſt be ſuggeſted, meant 


the marching from one end of the Continent to the other 
à la maniere de Burgeyne. 


The 
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The Thane's deteſted name, 
To him and N—th we jointly owe 


The ills we now have learn'd to know; 
Sound loudly then their ſhame. 


RE CIT ATI VE. 


Let B—e and Nh divide the block, 
Or both at Tyburn ſwing; 

And then, as late in Portſmouth dock, 
We'll chaunt, „God fave our King!“ 


Grand CHORUS, by all the Minority, and every 
good Subje in the Kingdom. 


The four preceding lines repeated, 


WINTER's AMUSEMENT, 
The late BATH EAsTon | 
Pin 
By Mr. AN s T V. 


AuTHoR of the Celebrated BarH GUIDE, &.. 


YE beauteous nymphs, and jovial ſwains, 
Who, deck'd with youthful bloom, 
To gay aſſemblage meet to grace 
Philander's chearful dome: 


F 3 Mark 
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Mark how the wintry clouds hang o'er | 
Von frowning mountain's brow ; 


Mark how the rude winds warp the ſtream, 


And rock the leafleſs bough. 


The painted meads, and flow'ry lawns, 
Their wonted pride give o'er; 
The feather'd flocks in filence mourn, 
Their notes are heard no more, 


Save where beneath the lonely ſhed, 
Or deſolated thorn, ' 


The red-breaft heaves his ruffled dne 
And tunes his pipe forlorn. 


Vet ſhall the ſun's reviving ray 

Kecal the genial ſpring; 

The painted meads reſume their pride; 
The feather'd flocks ſhall —_ 


But not to you ſhall cer return 
The pride of gaudy years; 


When pining age with icy hand, 
His hoxry mantle rears, 


When once, alas! his churliſh blaſt 
Shall yon bright ſpring ſubdue, 

I know not what reviving ſun . 

Can Cer that ſpring renew. 


Then 


| 
| 
| 
/ 
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Then ſeize the glorious golden days, 
That fill your cap with joy! 


Bid every gay and ſocial ſcene 
Your bliſsful hours employ. 


Oft where the crowded ſtage invites, 

The laughing Muſes join; 
Or woo them while they ſmile around 
- Eugenid's laurel'd ſhrine, 


Oft ſeek the haunts where health and joy 
To ſportive numbers move; _ 

Or plaintive ſtrains breathe ſoft deſire, 
And wake the ſoul to love. 


Yet ah ! where-c'er you bend your way, 
Let fair diſcretion ſteer : 

From Folly's vain deluſive charms, 
And Paſſion's wild career. 


So when the wintry hours ſhall come, 
When Youth and Pleaſure fly, 

Safe ſhall you ward th' impending ſtorm, 
And Time's rude blaſt defy, _ 


Perpetual charms, unfading Spring, 
In ſweet Reflection find; 
While innocence and virtue bring 


A ſun-ſhine to the mind 


F4 LINES 
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* 


E 


Repeated by the AUTHOR, on being aſked to read the 
preceding Stanzas a ſecond time. 


M UST I read it again, Sir ?—So—here do I 
ſtand, : 


| Like a prieſt that holds forth with a ſcull in his 

| hand— 

Repeat ſuch a dreadful memento as this is, 

To ſpleen the young fellows, and frighten the 
miſles ? 

When beauties aſſemble to laugh and be gay, 

How cruel to preach upon beauty's decay! 

How hard, that the faireft of all the creation 

Should ſuffer one wrinkle by anticipation ! 

What delicate nymph but muſt ſhrink when ſhe 
hears 

Her charms will all fade in the winter of years ? 

What languiſhing widow would &er wiſh to know 

Her charms were all faded a long while ago? 

Unleſs one could bring ſome receipt to ſupply 

Freſh Cupids to baſk in the beams of her eye. 

Recal the loſt roſe, or the lilly replace, 


That have ſhed their dead leaves o'er her ever- 


green face! 
And this (thank the Gods) I can promiſe to do, 
By a ſweet pretty Noſtrum, quite pleaſant and new,. 
2 Which 


P 


45 
Which learned Hiſtorians and Doctors, I find, 
Have lately reveal'd for the good of mankind. 
A Noſtrum like which, no elixir yet known, 
F'er brac'd a lax fibre, and ſtrengthen'd its tone. 
Nor e'er was ſo grand a reſtorative ſeen, 
For bringing back ſixty to lovely ſixteen ! 
To you then, ye fair, if old Time ſhould appear, 
And whiſper a few little hints in your ear, 
That Cupid his triumph begins to reſign, 
Your nerves are unſtrung, and your ſpirits decline, 
You have no other phyſical courſe to purſue, « 
Than to take—a young huſband your ſprings to 
renew 
You may take him—1 think--at--about feventy- 
two / 
For when both the ſpirits and nerves are in fault, 
Platonic aſfection is not worth a groat. 
The conjugal bleſſing alone is decreed 
The trueſt ſpecific for Y/idows indeed; | 
And I truſt they will find it, as long as they live, 
The beſt of, amuſements the Winter can give ? 


Dec. 3d. 1778. 
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Tux HEN Axp THE GOLDEN EGGS, 
nn 
AnpRksszEp To THE MINISTER, 


— — — — 


AD Eſop been living, what mortal fo able 
To write your Gazettes? as he dealt much in 5 
| fable: | | 
Yet tho? he is dead, he can be your advifer— 
Read one of his fables, *twill make you much 
wiſer. | 
A hen, we are told, 
Lid an egg that was gold, 
Each day to her miſtreſs and maſter; _ 
But the cormorant crew 
Thought one egg TOO-FEW, 

So they ſigh'd that ſhe did not lay faſter. 
Their hearts were form'd of miniſterial ſteel; 
They had no feeling but what hands can feel. 

With ſhame I muſt tell ye, 
They ripp'd up her belly, 
To rifle a mine full of ore; 
But the hen being dead, 
It need not be ſaid, 
They found that ſhe could not lay more. 
The force of this fable, and its application, 
Is felt by your Lordſhip, as well as the nation ; 
Neither you nor your gang, I am ſure need be told, 
6 That America yielded her tribute of gold, 
| | Had 
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Had you liſten'd to PENN, 


And fo/ter'd your hen, 
What regular wealth would have flow'd from her 


then ! 
But your ravenous crew, 


Not content with their due, 


Defiroy'd the poor bird where for refuge ſbe flew. 
The muſe from your folly this conſequence gathers : 


Thoſe whe murder'd the fowl, toil be chaak'd with 
the feathers, 


6 


On ſeeing the beautifal Miſs CHARLOTTE 
C .. of Wincheſter, copy a Dratu- 
ing of The Judgement of Paris. | 

O matre pulchra filia pulchrior. 


H OW true the mimick forms appear, 
The Ebon ſhield and glitt'ring ſpear ! 

The piercing eye, the ſteady mien, 

As erſt in Athens ſhe was ſeen ; 

Or riſing from her borrow'd guiſe, 

iy truck th' aſtoniſh'd * Grecian's eyes. 


* When Minerva had conducted Telemachus to 8 
under the appearance of old Mentor, ſhe reſumed her form 


and left him. 
And 


| 
| 
| 

i 


| 


8 


And in celeftial radiance dreſt, 
The martial goddeſs ſtood confeſt. 


With brow indignant and ſevere, 
See Juno ; jealous queen, appear ; 


Stern, as when flighted by her God, 


She made heav'n tremble at her nod. 


But theſe are fancy's airy train, 


That fir'd old Homer's Epick ſtrain ; 
Made heroes fight and deities j jar, 
And kept alive a ten years war. 


Charlotte, thy Pencil's ſkill'd to trace 
Superior forms and eaſier grace: 
Why copy then what fiction drew, 
When nature holds herſelf to view ! 
Ceaſe on this Cyprian form to gaze, 
And truſt thy faithful Mirror's rays; 
By its reflected aid, you'll know 
More vivid tints, and warmer glow: 
The auburn ringlet—brilliant eye— — 
Dimples—where loves in ambuſh lie— 
Tecth—as the Ceylon ivory white— 
Lips—with the Perſian coral dight— 


The graceful neck—and ſwelling breaſt— 
And then—here fancy bluſhing paints the reſt, 


FUSEE, R. G. R. 


Dec. 1778. 
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Ja TALE ror ras TIMES, 


. CA, its on, 


To Sir PHILIP JENNINGS CLERKB. 


I Once a pack of fox hounds knew, 
Who well reſembled—2we hnow who ; 
A ſprightly huntſman at their head, 
Willing the chearful chaſe to lead ; 
A .whipper-in, whoſe clam'rous crack, 
Reſounded on each Babbler's back, 
But who could well careſs and feed 
From platter or from trencher ; 
The dog who to deſerve ſuch meed 


Would diligently veature. 


Our kennel now ſo famous grown, 
Call'd ev'ry hill and dale their own, 
No cover in the county grew, 

But ev'ry buſh of it they knew; 


No fox's over-vaunted wile, 
Could their perfect ſcent beguile z 
Nor ſtag fo ſtrong, 


Run them too long, 
They left every horſeman behind for a mile. 


Now in-the midſt of all their pride, 
Poor huntſman died ! 
The new one tried 
Another whipper- in. 


( 32 ) 
He, unexperienc'd in the field, 
Even in their language all unſkill'd ; 
Cnreleſs of ſpeed, or tone, or noſe ; 
His weight of anger fell on thoſe 
Who lick'd the band of their old maſter, 
Whene'er he to the kennel came, 


Till even gratitude grew ſhame, - 
And virtue a diſaſter, 


His vile aſſociate would be torne 
1 Some day by the indignant crew, 
And that muſt not be borne. 


The huntſman found this would not do; | 


Another whipper-in he hired, 
| | He of the place too ſoon grew tired; 
A new one, and a new one came, 
This could not ride, that found no game; 

One fool to feed them took no care, 
Yet left the kennel door at jar; 
When numbers ruſhing thro? at once, 
Immortaliz'd this ſtupid dunce: 

Who ſhutting haſtily the door, 
Wounded- and cruſh'd as many more. 


— — ̃ — — — —  — _ 


= - And now the mutilated pack, 
| Vainly to days long-paſt look back: 
When cluſt'ring down the chaiky cliff, 


_— Their gallant deeds outſtript belief. 


Their 


633) 
Their foot ſo fleet, 
| Their cry ſo ſweet, 
| So perfect their noſe, 
1 Their union ſo cloſe, | 
A man might have cover'd them all with a ſheet. 


Far other fancies fill them now, 
Rebellion low'rs upon their brow ; 
| Sullen and ſad they ſit within, 
And ſnarl upon the whipper-in ; 
Some few except—the coarſer ſort, 
Who for their victuals pay him court, 
While thoſe who firſt their home forſook, 
| Alter'd in manners, mind and look ; 
; Settle at Sea, take to the water, 
, And unleſs all I hear are ſlanders, 
Have quite put off their gen'rous nature, 
No longer hounds—but Newfoundlanders, 


E FA A A 


T O an ignorant crowd thus a Methodiſt rav'd, 
Firſt deſerve to be damn'd, e'er you hope to 
be ſav'd. | | 
The mercies of heaven, ſmall crimes may defeat, 
*T'is the ſize of the crimes, makes the mercy com- 
plete, 
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EE T0 ta W 
On GARRICK, and BARRY, ating the part of 
LEAR. 


FH E town have found two different ways 
Of pra'fing the two King Lears : 
To Barry they give loud huzza's, 
To Garrick only tears. 


F 


Addreſſed to 8. J——, Eſq. occafioned by his | 


? 


Voierſes to Dean Tuck. 
A .Cap and bells for him produce, 
Who firſt contriv'd the pin, 


To turn thoſe mettled horſes looſe, 
Diſcretion might break in. 


For tho? they prance, and bound, and ſkip, 
And his controul diſdain ; 


Perhaps they may not want the whip. 
Yet bear the ſilken rein. 


For tho' impaſſion'd folly's hand 
To conquer them may fail; 
. - Force us'd with juſtice, accents bland, 
And kindneſs, might prevail. 
Be Ec” The 


(% ) 
The pettiſki fool, who makes them mad, 
Then trembling let's them go, 


May ftand amaz'd to fee, how glad 
Once free, how bleſt they grow. 


The pamper'd colts, at firſt full ſpeed 
May wildly, idly run; 

The gallop o'er, they'll calmly feed; 
But whips and harneſs ſhun, 


Enrag'd their happineſs to ſee, | 
The angry fool, no doubt, 
May raiſe a mob, with cruelty, 
To drive them ſtill about. 


And in his fury madly ſtrive, 
To make them blind, or lame; 
Far different means *till he contrive, 
He ne'er will make them tame. 


Who tries, by paſſion firſt a force, 
| To break the mettled ſtead ; 


Too proud to try a milder courſe, 
May for his folly bleed. 


Such a rough rider may deceive, 
Dull country clowns a while, 
Lie on, and ideots will believe; 


Tho' ſenſe contemptuous (mile, 
„„ 
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Give then the Dean his cap and bells ; 
But gainſt the ſeaſon alters, 

Let us prepare for ſame falk elſe, 
Some good tight hempen halters, 


A PRINT of a celelrated CHANCELLOR of the Ex- 
CHEQUER having been juſt exhibited in the Picture- 
Shops WITHOUT a Motto, the following Parody, 

en Pope's inſcription on Secretary CR AGGs, is 
recommended. » 


STATSEMAN made up of littleneſs and 


fear 
In buſineſs plodding, yet in numb' ring clear; 
Who broke each promiſe as it ſerv'd each end, 
And ftrange ! his king's —tho* not his country's 
friend. 
Sunk by his arts beneath the leaſt re gard, 
Rail'd, ſcorn'd, and cure'd at, by 15 crowds he 
ſtarv'd. 


From the Spaniſh. By Mr. GaRRI CX. 


OR me, my fair, a wreath has wove, 
Where rival flowers in union meet; 
As oft ſhe kiſs'd the gift of love, 


Ho breath gave ſweetneſs to the ſweet. 
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A bee within a damaſk roſe. | 
Had crept. the neQtar'd dew to ſig 


But leſſer ſweets the thief foregoes,— 
And fixes on Lauiſa's lip, 


There, taſting all the bloom of ſpring, 
Wak'd' by the ripening breath of May 
Th' ungrateful Spoiler left his ſting, 
And with the honey flew away. ly 


TAE POET; A RHAPSODY. 


By Dr. AKENSIDE. 


This was one of the earligſi product ions of Dr. AK.EN- 
SIDE, : it was written and originally publiſhed\befare 
he had arrived at the Age of ſixteen years. It is 
hawever. nat. printed in the edition of his Works, 


O F all the various lots around the ball, 
Which fate to man diſtributes, abſolute; 

Avert, ye gods! that of the Muſe's ſon, 

Curs'd with dire poverty! poor hungry wretch ! 

What ſhall he do for life ? he cannot work 

With manual labour: ſhall thoſe ſacred hands, 


That brought the counſels of the gods to light; 


Shall that inſpired tongue, which ev'ry muſe 


Has touch'd divine, to charm the ſons of men: x 
'Theſe hallow'd organs! theſe | be proſtitute 
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To the vile ſervice of ſome fool in pow'r, ' 
All his beheſts ſubmiſſiye to perform, 


Howe'er to him ingrateful ? Oh! he ſcorns 


Th' ignoble thought; with generous diſdain, 
More eligible deeming it to ſtarve, 

Like, his fam'd anceſtors renown'd in verſe, 
Than poorly bend to be another's flave,— 
Than feed and fatten in obſcurity. 


— Theſe are his firm reſolves, which fate nor time, 
Nor poverty can ſhake. Exalted high 


In garret vile he lives; with remnants hung 
Of tapeſtry : but oh ! precarious ſtate 
Of this vain tranſient world! all pow'rful time! 


What doſt thou not ſubdue? See what a chaſm 


Gapes wide, tremendous! ſee where Saul enrag'd, 
High on his throne, encompaſs'd by his guards, 
With levell'd ſpear, and arm extended fits, 
Ready to pierce old Jes valiant ſon, 

Spoil'd of his noſe around in tott'ring ranks, 


On ſhelves pulverulent, majeſtic ſtands 
His library ; in ragged plight, and old; 


Replete with many a load of criticiſm, 

Elab'rate products of the midnight toil 

Of Belgian brains; ſnatch'd from the deadly hands 
Of murd'rous grocer, or the careful wight, 

Who vends the plant, that clads the happy ſhore 
Of Indian Patomack z which citizens 


In balmy fumes exhale, when o'er a pot 


Of ſage-inſpiring coffee, they diſpoſe 
Of LS and crowns, and ſettle Europe's fate: 
| | Elſe- 
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Elſewhere the dome is fill'd with various heaps 
Of old domeſtic lumber ; that huge chair 


Has ſeen ſix monarchs fill the Britiſb throne : 
Here a broad maſly table ſtands, o'erſpread 


With ink and pens, and ſcrolls replete with rhyme: 


Cheſts, ſtools, old raſors, fractur'd jars half full 

Of muddy Zythum, ſour and ſpiritleſs: 

Fragments of verſe, hoſe, ſandals, utenſils 

Of various faſhion, and of various uſe, 

With friendly influence hide the ſable floor. 
This is the bard's muſzum, this the fane 

To Phæbus ſacred. and th* Aonian maids : 

But oh ! it ſtabs his heart, that niggard fate 

To him in ſuch ſmall meaſure ſhould diſpenſe 

Her better gifts: to him ! whoſe gen'rous ſoul 

Could reliſh, with as fine an elegance, 

The golden joys of grandeur, and of wealth ; 

He who could tyrannize o'er menial flaves, 

Or ſwell beneath a coronet of ſtate, 

Or grace a gilded chariot with a mien, 

Grand as the haughtieſt Timon of them all.— 
But *tis in vain to rave at deſtiny, 

Here he muſt reſt and brook the beſt he can, 

To live remote from grandeur, learning, wit: 

Immur'd amongſt th' ignoble vulgar herd, 

Of loweſt intelle& ; whoſe ſtupid ſouls 

But half inform their bodies; brains of lead 

And tongues of thunder : whoſe inſenſate breaft 

Ne'er felt the rapt'rous, ſoul-entrancing fire 


Of the celeſtial muſe ; whoſe ſavage ears 
| G 3 Ne'er 


(99) 

Ne' er heard the ſacred rules, nor ev'n the names 

Of the Venuſian bard, or critic ſage 

Full-fam'd of Stagyra : whoſe clam'rous tongue, 

Stun the tormented ear with colioquy, 

Vociferate, trivial, or impertinent : 

Replete with booriſh ſcandal: yet, alas! 

This, this! he muſt endure, or muſe alone, 

Penſive and moping o'er the ſtubborn rbyme, 

Or line imperfet—No! the door is free, 

And calls him to evade their deaf'ning clang, 

By private ambulation ;—'tis reſoly'd 

Off from his waiſt he throws the tatter'd gown, 
Beheld with indignation ; and unloads 

His pericranium of the weighty cap, 

With ſweat and greaſe diſcolour'd : then explores 

The ſpacious cheſt, and from its hollow womb 

Draws his beft robe, yet not from tincture free | 
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Of age's rev'rend ruſſet, ſcant and bare; 
Then down his meagre viſage waving flows 
The ſhadowy perruque, crown'd,with gummy hat 
Clean bruſh'd, a cane ſupports him. Thus equip'd 0 
He allies forth; ſwift traverſes. the ſtreets, \ 
And ſeeks the lonely walk; Hail ſyludan ſcenes, 
Ye groves, ye vallies, ye meand' ring brooks, 
Admit me to your joys, in rapt'rous phraſe, 
Loud he exclaims; while with th' inſpiring Mufe 
His boſom labours; and all other thoughts, 
Pleaſure and wealth, and poverty itſelf, 
Before her influence vaniſh. Rapt in thought, 
Fancy preſents before his raviſh'd cyes 


Diſtant 


— — ü 
= > LY 
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Diſtant proſperity, upon his page 


With tranſport dwelling ; while bright learning's 


ſons 
That ages hence muſt tread this earthly ball, 
Indignant ſeem to curſe the thankleſs age, 
That ftarv'd ſuch merit. Meantime ſwallow'd up 
In meditation deep, he wanders on, 
Unweeting of his way——But ah! he ſtarts! 
With ſudden fright ! his glaring eye-balls roll, 
Pale turn his cheeks, and ſhake his looſen'd joints, 
His cogitations vaniſh into air, 
Like painted bubbles, or a morning dream, 
Behold the cauſe! ſee! thro' the opening glade, 
With roſy viſage, and abdomen prand, 
A eit, a dun |!——As in Apalia's wilds, 
Or where the Thracian Hebrus rolls his wave, 
A heedleſs kid, diſportive, roves around, 
Unheeding, till upon the hideous cave 
Of the dire wolf ſhe treads; half-dead ſhe views 
His bloodſhot eye-balls, and his dreadful fangs, 
And ſwift as Eurus from the monſter flies. 
So fares the trembling bard ; amaz'd he turns, 
Scatce by his legs upborn ; yet fear ſupplies 
The place of ſtrength ; ſtraight home he bends his 

courſe, 
Nor looks behind him till he ſafe regain 
His faithful citadel, there ſpent, fatigu'd, 


He lays him down to eaſe his heaving lungs, 


Quaking, and of his ſafety ſcarce convine'd. 
Soon as the Punict leaves his panting breaſt, 
a of Down 
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Down to the Muſe's ſacred rites he ſits, 
Volumes pil'd round him; ſee! upon his brow 
Perplex'd anxiety, and ſtruggling thought, 
Painful as female throes : whether the bard 
Diſplay the deeds of heroes ; or the fall | 
Of vice, in lay dramatick: or expand 
The lyrick wing; or in elegiac ſtrains 
Lament the fair ; or laſh the ſtubborn age, 
With laughing ſatire ; or in rural ſcenes 
With . ſhepherds ſport; or rack his hard-bound | 
brains, | 
For th* unexpected turn. Arachne ſo, * 
In duſty kitchen corners, from her bowels 

FP Spins the fine web; but ſpins with better fate 
Than the poor bard: ſhe! caitiff! ! ſpreads her 

ſnares, 


And with their aid enjoys luxurious life, 
Bloated with fat of inſects, fleſh'd in blood: 
He ! hard, hard ! lot ! for all his toil and care, 
And Sandal watchings, ſcarce protracts awhile 
His meagre, hungry days! ungrateful world! 
If with his drama he adorn the ſtage; 

No worth-diſcerning concourſe pays the charge, 
Or of the orcheſtra, or th' enlight'ning torch, 
He who ſupports the luxury and pride 
Of craving Lais; he! whoſe carnage fills 
Dogs, eagles, lions ; has not yet enough, 
 Wherewith to nien the greedier maw 


Oft that moſt rav'nous, that devouring beaſt, 

Yclep'd a poet. What new Halifax, a 

What Somers, or what Dorſet can'ſt thou find, 
Thou 


-_ — — — rr 
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Thou hungry mortal? break, wretch, break thy 
-quill, 

Blot out the ſtudy'di image; to the 3 

Commit the Stag rite; leave this thankleſs trade; 

Erect ſome pedling ſtall, with trinkets ſtock'd, 

There earn thy daily "XP nor again 

Truſt the falſe Muſe : ſo ſhall the clean] y meal 

Repel intruding bunger, —Oh! ” tis vain, 

The friendly admonition's all in vain; _ 

The ſcribbling itch has ſeiz'd him, he is loft 

To all advice; and ſtarves for ſtarving's ſake, 
Thus ſung the ſportful Muſe, in mirthful mood, 

Indulging gay the frolick vein of youth; 

But, oh! ye gods, avert th' impending ſtroke, 

This luckleſs omen threatens ! hark ! methinks, 

I hear my better angel cry, Retreat, 

Raſh youth in time retreat ! let thoſe poor bards, 

Who flighted all, all ! for the flatt ring Muſe, 

Yet curs'd with pining want, as landmarks fland, 

To warn thee from the ſervice of th' ingrate. 


ea. a —vyꝛͤ— 2 . — 
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An ODE ro SOLITUD E, 


| 1. 
O Thou, the brightner of our joys, 


And part'ner of our care, 
Thrice gentle goddeſs of the grott, 
Vouchſafe the muſe an ear. | 
Thou to ſoft numbers firſt didſt form her tongue, 
Thine be the tribute of the artleſs ſong, 


II. 


II, 
Like heav'n's, the bleſſings thou n 


Are free and untonfin'd ; 
Yet ſcorn'd like them, by wayward man, 
How few thoſe bleſfings find! 
Stranger to thee the Coward and the knave, 
Thy friends, thy favourites, are the good and brave. 
| IT, 
Lo! fair-ey'd innocence, for thee 
The buſy worldling flies: 
And in thy ſhades emboſom'd, ſeeks 
The ſoul's ſerener joys : 
Joys, which alone thy ſteps, O virtue wait; F. 
[| Ill-ſought in courts, where folly charms the great. A 
The virgin, whoſe deluded heart 
Laments a lover flown ; 
Or happier fair, whoſe boſom pants 
For tranſports yet unknown, 


Thy ſovereign power alternately declare, | 
To ſmooth wild extaſy, or gild deſpair. 


| V. 
The good old ſage, whoſe evening ſteps 
Deputed angels guard, 
Thy joys ſhall oft with rapture ſing, 
So oft with rapture ſhar'd : 


Whilſt to aſtoniſh'd crouds this truth he tells, 
How Seraphs flights are found in Hermits cells. 


VI. 


(9s } 
VI. 
Nor leſs ſhall thee the bard proclaim, 
Joint parent of his verſe ; 
Whether he ſing of Stella's charms, 
Or heavenly ſtrains rehearſe ;. 
Whoſe balms alike his each attempt inſpire, 
Sweeten the ſonnet or the anthem fire. 
VII. 
Thee ſhall the worthy and the good 
In ev'ry age adore z | 
When kings mall ſmile, and crouds advance 
The giddy thout no more: 


For genuine joy to ſolitude reſorts, 
And leaves to vanity the blaze of courts, 


VIII. 
Then oh ! whilſt youth and vigor firing 
Theſe nerves ahd warm this heart; 
E'er ſickening nature feel the ſtroke 
Of time in every part, 
Here ſtay my choice, kind * where peace is 
found, 
Aud joys, beſt emblems of thy own, abound. 


4 


On 


| 


| 
| 


With thee I oft with aukward air, 


And frequently I took thee of, 


Than thoſe his bounty oft did feaſt, 
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On, an OLD HAT. 


I. 


AITH FUL for months, full many a ſhow'r I Sti 
Of batt'ring hail, from clouds deſcending, | os 
Thou haſt withſtood with all thy pow'r, 


But now to old age thou art wending. Bu 
| ic: = ls | 
With pain I ſee thy ſable fade, N 


And view a dingy brown appear; 
Griev'd I behold thy varying ſhade, | 
And much a total change I fear. Bs 


And attitudes by no means pretty, 
Paid homage to the blooming fair, 
That grace Europa's nobleſt city. 


VI, 


— ws INDE vs 


To ſhew reſpect to thoſe I lov'd 


Who flatter'd then—now meanly ſoft 


- And are not by my mis'ries mov'd, 


V. 


Strange that the ſkin of any beaſt 
+ Should prove more conſtant to its maſter ; 


Ere he ſuſtain'd a dire diſtafter ! 
| VI. 


18: = os 
Come then, my friend, my true Achates, Z 
Let ſycophants or ſmile or frown ; 


ow'r © Still old acquaintance ſuch thy fate is, | = 
> Thou muſt my ſhallow caput crown. | 


vn. | | 


But for the ſervice thou haſt done, | 
Thou ſhalt be bruſh'd and black'd again, 


Nor will I put another on, 
Whilſt thou canſt ſhield me from the rain, 


VIII. 


Should ſneering witlings be ſo bold, 
To comment on thy ancient cocks, 
The ſneering witlings ſhall be told, 
A better never grac'd their Blocks, 


Fox THE A S TL U Ms 


N former times, there was in England an offi- 
cer of ſtate, who had the ſingular prvilege of 
ſpeaking TRUTH To THE KinG, He was called 
the King's fool and in that character often gave 
his Royal Maſter ſuch good . as none elſe 
durſt offer him. 
King Lear's fool was ſuch a 4 0 clever. fel - 
ha that the players very prudently never attempt 
the part, But indeed the whole of - that noble 


wild 
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wild tragedy is by Tate and the players humble 
into the tame condition of a gelt calf.— The coun 
fools, through the Jong line of ſucceeding: kings, 
are forgot; I fuppoſe becauſe h;/ory did not deign 
to * deſcend from her dignity. to take notice of them, 
However, certain it is, that tht great royal /cz. 
lard, of jocular and grammatical memory, James 
the fixft, brought a fool along with him from Scot. 
land; one Archy Arm/irong, of whom Ben John- | 
ſon, makes. honourable: mention. This Archy Jem. 
my'd his royal maſter as familiarly as Falſtaff Hall | 
the Prince of Wales; and was ſuch a notable | 
wag, that the Noun AdjeCtive arch is by ſome | 
learned etymologiſts ſuppoſed to have taken its 
riſe from the firſt ſyllable of his chriſtian name. 
But in matters of this eonſequence, the laſt ap- 
peal is to the dictionary, compoſed and edited ſome 
years ago by that learned Clerk, Dr. Samuel 
Johnſon. — However etymologies apart, the let- 
ter d Scotch King's Sen, Charles, difcontinued 
-the cuſtom of retaining a fool; and it. is well 
Known what a tragical exj? he made. The fe. | 
cond Charles was wiſe enough to profit by his 
father's fatal omiſſion; and entertained what they 
more politely called a jz/er ; one Killigrew, who 
they ſay was a pleaſant fellow enough. As to his 


„ See Dr. RonzERTsos's Hiſtory of Queen Mary of 
Scotland; where he makes an apology for mentioning the 
ory of Davip. Rizzio, as beneath the dignity of hiſtory. 

brother 
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ble brother James, he was too much a ſaint to give | 
any countenance to the wiſdom of folly. A foot of ; 


'0 

* the leaſt punk would have adviſed him to ſtand his 
4 ground, inſtead of ſucaking of like a King of Brent- 
* ford. The ſucceeding Princes ſuffered that office 


„ to fink by degrees into oblivion; and to have the 
wn . CO a 
nation a very trifling falary, became their own fools. 


mes : 
oz. But the king who 1s HIs own Foor, ought to be 
bn. 4 VERY wist Man! 
em: * Xx „ * 
wy 3 
ble 
me | | 
its _ R—-Y—-L RESOLUTIONS. 
ne, 
p- | 1 
ne W HEN our M—ſt--r, God bleſs him, aſ- 
[el cCended the throne, 
t. (So pious a M--n--ch ſure never was known) 
2d He made a great fuſs, 
11 How that, born among us, 

He was Britiſh all over, in blood, and in bone; 
. || Which delighting bis ſubjects, they roar'd and 
| | huzza'd, | 
While theſe reſolutions his M--j—ty made, 
$ II. 

My grandfather reign'd like a ſilly old fool; 
, On a different ſyſtem my kingdom I'm rule, 
By maxims I've learn'd in a very goed ſchool. 


III. 


( 100 ') 
III. 


No parties of men ſhall have influence here ; j 
That they all are alike I would make it appear; 
So——PII have a new Miniſtry every year, 


N A 
The tories ſhall triumph, the whigs ſhall repine, 
For tho? they brought hither the H--n--v--r line, 


Being friends to their Country——they cannot be 


mine. 
* 


V. 
I'll narrowly watch how each ſubject behaves, 
And retain in my ſervice a parcel of knaves, 


Who diſtruſting each other—muſt all be my {lavess 


VI. 


A Treas'rer LIl have, who will blindly agree, 
W hatever his real opinion may be, 
To carry all meaſures adopted by me. 


VII, 


If I knew of a ſtateſman, wiſe, honeſt, and good, 
From his friends I'll detach him as ſoon as I cou' d, 


And if he ſtick to them Why * d-—n' his 
blood, 


VIII. 


If I knew of a man ignominious, and baſe, 
Who had brought on himſelf and his Country 
diſgrace, | 


I'd exalt him at once into power and place. 
| IX. 


IX, 


Some profligate dog, in iniquity tried, 
Who ſcarce ever utter'd one word but he lied, 
O'er the navy of England I'll chuſe to preſide. 


X. 


And when J have got all theſe men to my mind, 
To my abſolute pleaſure completely reſign'd, 
How well I can govern—my people ſhall find. 


XI. 


Such an army I'll have as this iſle never ſaw, 
To keep all thoſe troubleſome puppies in awe, 
Who prate about liberty, juſtice, and law. 


XII. 


Should a part of my ſubjects deny me my will, 
My troops I'll ſend over ſuch rebels to kill, 
Not caring—what oceans of blood I may ſpill, 


XIII. 


If theſe aren't ſufficient, for Germans T'll ſend, 
And ftick at no means of obtaining my end, 
Not caring—what millions of treaſure I ſpend, 


. 00> | 
Advice that's unpleaſant I never will heed, 


And tho! every vein of my country ſhould bleed, 


If once I'm determin'd—By G--d JI proceed. 


H ©." Ve. 
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XV. 


I'll haughtily ſwear that I never will treat, 
Till the mutinous raſcals are brought to my feet, 
But I'll alter my note—when I'm heartily beat. 


XVI. 


Should my enemies join them, I'll down on my 
| knees, | 
And offer them terms, which, as ey'ry one ſees, 
I may afterwards give them, or not, as I pleaſe, 


XVII. 


Should they make my ambaſſadors ſerve them for 
ſport, 

And ſend them with ridicule back to my court, 

I can only declare I ſhall be ſorry for't. 


XVIII. 
Tho? the public affairs be adminiſter'd ill, 
If they always implicitly yield to my will, 
The very ſame men ſhall be miniſters ſtill. 


XIX. 
Inſulted by France, at the mercy of Spain, 
And depriv'd of dominions I ne'er ſhall regain, 
I care not what hiſtory ſays of my reign. 


XX. 
For what, though Great Britain decline ev'ry day, 
In ſpite of the world, I ſhall have it to ſay, _ 
That—the K- of Great Britain has had his own 
3 | 
SONG 


4c 
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S O N G ApDpRESSED To Mrs, Fm; 


M Y Anna, muſt we, muft we part, 
What mean thoſe boding fighs ? 
O let me claſp you to my heart, 
And kiſs thoſe ſtreaming eyes, 


Thoſe lucid eyes all bathed in tears, 
With mildeſt luſtre gleam : 


As yonder wat'ry cloud appears, 
Gilt by the ſolar beam. 


Pleaſure, my Anna, ſwiftly flies, 


And youth's a fading flower; 
Then let our ſofteſt paſſions riſe, 
We'll ſeize the preſent hour. 


Of Anna's love with pride I boaſt 
And fondly call her mine; 
Amidft the gay, ſhe's ſtill my toaſt, 
She ſparkles in my wine. 


Let no vain fears your purpoſe move, 
Nor.cloud that beauteous face, 

It's heaven which purifies our love, 
For ſympathy is grace. 


Come liſten to a love- lorn tale 
Reclin'd upon my breaſt ; 

There Anna every ſweet exhale 
Fragrant as myrtle preſt. 


2 ; In 
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In yielding accents once more ſay, 
And mutual love diſcloſe ; 


Soft as the foſt'ring dews in May, 
| Which nurſe the budding roſe.— 


Dear youth, by tender paſſion led, 
Enjoy your Anna's charms ; 

Then ſweetly bluſh, drop that dear head, 2 
And ſink into my arms, 


CONGRATULATORY ODE, 


Addreſſed to WILLIAM WyYNDHAM, Eſq; of 
FELBRIGG, NoORFOLK, 


Muſis Amicus, triſtitiam & metus 
Tradam pretervis in mare Creticum | 


Portare ventis. 
; Hor. Ode 26. L. I. 


I. 


To O — tune no venal lyre, 

The name ſhall every note inſpire 
And conſecrate my lays: : 

Let freedom's ſons no more complain, 

Again they'll hear thy patriot ſtrain, 

And join in /yndham's praiſe, 
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Around you throng the ſacred band, 
With eager tranſport preſs your hand, 
And mutual welcome blend : 
From Burke the tear of joy will ſtart, 


Ca'ndiſh will claſp you to his heart, 
And Savile hail his friend. 


III. 
Townſhend with quick ſenſations bleſt 
Will ſnatch you to a ſoldier's breaſt, 
By ſweet affection ty'd ; 
—He beſt can all thy worth admire 
Who knew, who lov'd thy noble * Sire, 
Now feels a father's pride. 
IV. x 
Again we'll turn the claſſic page, 
Where Greece defies a tyrants's rage. 
And ſoars above controul : 
Then liberty her ſons could charm, 


Nerve every gallant Chieftain's arm, 
I. And fire his generous ſoul. 


V. 
I've ſeen thy Roman ſpirit riſe, 
T've mark'd the light'ning of thy eyes 


Mr. Garrick will join in the warmeſt elogium on the 
late Mr. Wyndham.—He might have ſaid “ Take him 
for all in all--I ſhall not look upon his like again,” This 
was written before Mr. Garrick's death, 22 
I | H 3 3 Along 
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Along th' embattled line: 
Ardent [bold freedom's ſword to wield, 
To lead her offspring to the field, 

And like a Hambden ſhine. 


VI. 


O! born to bleſs the common-weal, 
To emulate a Keppe/s zeal, 

In time's fair annals bright; 
When Britiſh tars indignant rav'd, 
And VIcroxkx's ſignals vainly wav'd 

To call yon Recreant Knight. 


VII. 


Ve ſailors cheer each honeſt name, 
O waft them to immortal fame, 

Who cloath'd with honour ſhone: 
Your Hawke who Albion's thunder hurl'd 
When Chatham's genius aw'd the world! 

Lays truth before the throne.* 


VIII. 


One Captain crouds his preſſing fail, 
And drives with the inſidious gale 
To reach the promis'd land : 
The alter d log-book proves his crime, 
And ſtill the muſe with eauſtic rhime 
Shall burn the felon's hand, 


IX. 


That court will brand the knight with ſhawe, 
And high enrol their Keppel's name 


2 Albding to the repreſentation of the twelve Admirals. 
ESO With 


— - 
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With Saunders. — Warren. — Blale ! 
The courſe of Glory nobly run, 


He'll ſet like yon declining ſun, 
That brightens all his wake. 


X. 


Come M. -—ve with your dull chicane, 
And Twiteher's tricks the cauſe explain, 
Why Sir Hugh ſail'd no fleeter; 
Shock us no more with ſullen moans, 
Ev'n Barre dreads your diſmal tones, 
And calls you— Nimble * Peter / 


XI, 
Sawney—in right, pick out a flaw, 
Scotch treach'ry graft on quibbling law, 
Soul—Body—Conſcience barter : 
—Your morals plant in Britain's ſoil, 


The beauty of our ſyſtem ſpoil, 
And boaſt your country's charter, 


* A ſhort extract from Don Ulloa's voyage will evince the 
propriety of this epithet, * Among the great variety of 
animals in this country, one of the moſt remarkable is the 
Perico Legere, or Nimble Peter, an ironical name given it on 
account of its extreme ſluggiſhneſs and ſloth.— Whenever he 
moves every cry is attended with ſuch a plaintive, and at the 
ſame time ſo diſagreeable a cry as at once produces pity and 
diſguſt—In this diſagreeable cry conſiſts his whole deſence, 
for he makes at every motion ſuch howlings as are even in- 
ſupportable to his purſuer, who ſoon quits him, and even 
flies beyond the hearing of his horrid noiſe.” ——N, B. A 
curious drawing of this emblematic animal may be ſeen in 


Capt. Phipps's celebrated voyage towards the North-Pole. 
1 H 4 XII. 
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XII. 


Ye fevers ſeize you mitred corps, 

Who vote and thirſt for human gore; 
—'Tho' milk-white their attire, 

With zeal and blood their faces glow, 

—As Mount Veſuvius clad in ſnow, 
Yet vomits liquid fire. 


XIII. 
My Wyndham ſpare, in bloom of youth 


Endued with knowledge—genius—truth, 


Fitted for virtue's ſhrine ; 
—O Febb ! appeaſe the fever's ſtrife, 
(Britain owes you her Gieſter's life) 
Pl ling your ſkill divine. 


XIV. 


No more in feſtive mirth we ſit, 
Nor reliſh humour—wine or wit, 
No joyous healths go round : 
Of thee, my friend, alone we ſpeak, 
Whilſt tears bedew each manly cheek, 
And ſadneſs ſpreads around, 


. 
For you ſoft beauty lifts the prayer, 
To you— the timid bluſhing fair 
Their tendereſt wiſhes wing : : 
For you Eliza tunes her voice, 
She'11 make the vocal lyre rejoice, 
To rapture wake the ſtring, 


Tur 
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Tux TRUE SAILOR's GARLAND; 


OR, 
ADMIRAL KEPPEL'Ss TRIUMPH, 
A NES 8 


(To the Tune of a Free and an Accepted Maſon,) 


38 tars, now ariſe, 
Jemmy Twitcher deſpiſe, 


Of his tacks he has given us a ſample : 


Let's booze, laugh and ſing, 
*T will pleaſe our good King, 
To make of Sir Hugh an example. 


CHORUS. 


Then join hand in hand, 
Io each other firm ſtand, 
Hearts of Oak never flinch from their ſtation : 


We'll do ourſelves right, 
And huzza when we fight, 
For Keppel, the King, and the nation, 


Did brave Keppel lag ? 


Did he tarniſh the flag ? 
No—made the proud Monſieurs to quake; 


His ſignals long flew, 


But Twitcher's Sir Hugh 
Fell aback from the Victory's wake. 


Chorus, Then join hand in hand, 4 
| OS | Sir 


l ane 0 p as 2 
r — — — . 
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Sir Hugh on the main, 
Has copy'd Germain, 
Pretending to ſplice and to knot; 

So, my Lord, on the plain, 

Would his honour regain, 

By ſwearing his horſe could not trot, 


Chorus. Then join hand in hand, &c, 


Why weeps Madam Ray, 
Her Twitcher ſo gay, 

She fears will ſoon loſe his head ; 
For ſhorn of his pride, 
At the bar he'll be try'd, 


For cheating old ſailors of bread, Kc. 
Chorus. Then join hand in hand, &c. 


To ſpill Frenchmen's blood, 
Windſor ſhot thro? the flood, 
And cheer'd the Vice Admiral's crew ; 
Tho' eſcap'd from the fight, 

| He thought day was night, 
So blinded by ſmoke was Sir Hugh. 


Cherus. Then join hand in hand, &c. 


For Old England's glory 
We'll baniſh each tory, 
True whigs let his Majeſty on; 
Then we'll all play our parts, 
He'll reign in our hearts, 
And the Bourbons ſhall kneel at his throne. 


Chorus. Then join hand in hand, &c, 
The 


/ 


1 


The world with wonder 
Heard our naval thunder, 
When Chatham directed the helm: 
Hearts of Oak —ſhips and men; 
No rotten ones then 
Brought ſhame on great George and the realm, 


Chorus, Then join hand in hand, &c. 


With ſorrow we look 
On England's log-book, 
So blotted and mark'd with diſgrace 
In the cab'net, no doubt, 
Bold Hood found it out, 


And America tore from its place. 
Chorus. Then join hand in hand, Ke. 


Every houſe in a blaze 
Has ſpread Keppel's praiſe, 
For him Lords and Commons rejoice : 
And the king, with delight, 
Sees each window ſo bright, 
To honour his Majeſty's choice. 


Chorus. Then join hand W &c. 


Cans of flip let us toſs, 
To Douglas and Roſs, 


From their foes or their friends they ne'er ſtart ; 
To our own Campbell too, 


And Marſhall ſo true, 
Who laid his brave hand on his heart. 


Chorus, Then join hand in hand, &c, 
| Mounty 


- va . Re) 
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Mounty car'd not a ftraw 
For news-paper law ; 
In vain did ſhy Palliſer boaſt 
That Baſely and Phipps, 
With truth at their lips, 
Would ſwear for this Knight of the poſt. 


Chorus. Then join hand in hand, &c, 


All true hearts appear, 
And brave Keppel cheer,” 
His praiſe and his triumph we'll ſing ; 
France and Spain both ſhall bow 
To Keppel and Howe, | 
Whilſt Twitcher and Sir Hugh ſhall ſwing: 


CHORUS, 


Then join hand in hand, 
To each other firm ſtand ; 
Hearts of Oak never flinch from their ſtation : 
Well do ourſelves right, | 
And huzza when we fight, 
For Keppel, the King, and the nation. 


THE 
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HEN Zſop liv'd, each breathing creature, 1 


Nay, even vegetable nature 
At human kind could have its fling, 
And arm inſtruction with a ting ; 
Buy mimic actions could betray 
Each hypocrite to open day; 
Could foſter humble virtue's cauſe, 
And gain her baſhful friends applauſe. 
The race of man, with all their pride, 
Could not the probing ſearch abide, 
Beaſts, birds, and fiſhes, reptiles too, 
Some faithful, ſtriking picture drew: 
Both far and wide, the leſſon ſpread, 
And vice, in corners, hung her head 
For ev'ry knave, and ev'ry fool, 
Might read himſelf in Æſop's ſchool. 
Ah! could we now perſuade the plain 
To wield her wholſome ſcourge again, 
Would ſhe but hold the moral glaſs, 
For men to peep in as they paſs, 
Ev'n callous M—rs might feel, 
And better guard a nation's weal ; 
Superior virtue in her ſphere 


Might a&, without reſtraint or fear, 


Worth 


* 
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Worth might no longer ſtrive, in vain, 
With artifice and baſe chicane, 


But we might hope, again, to ſee 
The reign of good ſimplicity! 
A Bull and Cow, no matter where, 
Suppoſe it either here, or there, 
For many years had led a life, 
Happy, as happieſt man and wife. 
I own, that bulls (but that by th' bye) 

| Have &er enjoy'd polygamy, 
But now, my ſcheme it only ſuits 
To ſhew one pair of loving brutes. 
Together, Jong, they liv'd and lov'd, 
And ev'ry nuptial pleaſure prov'd, 
Quite underſtood each other's dues 
Never, when aſk'd, did ſhe refuſe, 
And he, while inſtinct ſtood for reaſon, 
Aſk'd never, but at proper ſeaſon; 
Of calves, an offspring they had plenty, 
I'm ſure, at leaſt, they reckon'd twenty, 
The calves they had, were all his own, 
She bred, and calv'd for him alone. 

Once on a time, when jocund ſpring 
Made univerſal nature fing, | 
When, with the verdant paſture pamper'd, 
Around the mead he friſk'd and ſcamper'd, 

With blood all boiling in each vein, 
- An idle crotchet ſtruck his brain. 
| | “ That 


|, 


( 1s ) 
6. That he might do—by right from Adam, 


c * Tuſt——how and what he pleas d with madam.” 
And up he mounted, in a trice, 


His right coneeiv'd to exerciſe, 

She beg'd and pray'd him to be quiet, 
Nor in the mead raiſe ſuch a riot, 
Complain'd, ſhe was unwell—unable,— 
Another time—or at the ſtable— 

+ The Barley-Mow, or Farmer's yard, 
All, fitter much,—pour ſes egards— 

In ſhort, a reſpite to engage, 

She ſaid, what not—to cool his rage. 

Surly he grew, his front he knit, 

And cry'd—** Twere beſt that you ſubmit !* 
She then, remonſtrated her cauſe, 
Spoke feelingly of nature's laws, 


* A moſt extravagant claim indeed! and ſuch as could 
never have enter'd into any head but a bull'ss When Adam 
was commiſſioned to give names to the animal creation, he 
might probably be intruſted at the ſame time to ſettle and 
ſignify the claims of every ſpecies, reſpecting themſelves and 
other animals. As theſe claims undoubtedly originated in 
ſupreme reaſon, when they came to be trans ferr'd over to 
thoſe who were to apply them, they paſſed under the direc- 

tion of inſtinct. 

+ That Barley Mows have been cuftomary places for the 
acquittal of ſuch kind of devoirs, we have the teſtimony of 
Mr. Gay, who makes his bull apologize to his hare for not 
being able to aſſiſt her, by ſaying, 

Love calls me hence, a fav'rite cow 
Expects me, near yon' Barley Mow. 
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Of rights reciprocal, decreed 

To either ſex, of ev'ry breed 

Said ſhe had. always borne her ſhare, 

And freely giv'n-—when ſhe could ſpare, 
To do the ſame was ready ſtill, 
In equity—but not at will, 

Since things are thus (quoth he) I'll die, * 
„If I don't trim ye—hip and thigh— 

« Zounds madam |! dare ye to rebel ? 

4 I'll thruſt ye—neck and heels + to hell!“ 
Nay, then (quoth ſhe) we'll fairly try 

Who ſhall be maſter, you or I, x 
Shall my demeanour chaſte be ſullied ? 

Sir —l'll be neither bull'd nor bullied, 

Unſheath'd for vengeance, ꝗ up he roſe, 

She kick'd the dirt full at his noſe, _ 


Thrice 


® Tt muſt be acknowledged, that he begins to huff and 


threaten with as much ſpirit as Neptune when he bullies the 
winds for playing the devil with ZEneas's fleet. But with 


how much more dignity as well as grace, does the ſovereign 


of the waves correct himſelf | 
| Quos Ego—ſcd motos, præſtat componere guctus. 


Kn. I. v. 135. 

I There is certainly ſome duplicity in this and the pre- 
ceding paſſage, For it is by no means evident, from aught 
that appears, whoſe hip and thigh, and neck and beels are 
- - preciſely alluded to. And indeed, if we conſider the real 


ſituation of things, it ſhould ſeem, that bis owon were, at 


leaſt, in as much jeopardy as the lady's. 


t A man, in a high ſtate of provocation, is apt to un- 
meathe his ſword, if he wears one about him; 3 but as bulls 


do 


(,a7,) 


ö Thrice, 2 he e (ay! t fin kirk track, 


And thrice, 5 0 g him on n his beck, 
1 214 14 


He made his, e ort (thrice ; again, 
And, thrice, ſhe .threw bim on the plain, 
He rav'd, and ftamp'd,. and pa gay d, ail tore, 


#143 ? ö TH 
And bellow'd,, with tremen ous 0. Nerd 


But finding force a a fly ju uggle, Ry 

Gave. up: at alt, the au Ward ſtruggle. 

The neighb "ring cattle, round” about, 

W aited this hopeful buſineſs out, 
Then took advantage of the ſtrife, 

Calkrate'd him, + and ſtole his wife, 


— 5 uſually wear ſwords, this muſt be taken as a figure i in 


ractical Per- 
0 L. bib Ld pech 


Ter conatus ibi clls dare brachia circum. 
pe Ku. VI. v. 700. 
+ It was one great mark of degeneracy, or (as ſome may 
call it) . refinement, when they began to import Helleniſms 
into their language. The honeſt old ſatiriſt could not abide 
- ſuch innovations, and exclaimed with vehemence—= Non 
poſſum fine, Quirites, Gracam, urbem. In compliance, how- 
rer, with the ton of modern, days, and to ſhew I am not 
unacquainted With it, I Rave thought fit to Foreignize my 
diale& in one or two places. I had, indeed, in this place, 
another reaſon for it j as there. is but one word, that I En“ 
of, in the whole Englicn Vocabulary, that is ſufficiently ex- 
preſſive; and that is, now, almoſt entirely, appropriated by 
"ba 0 lemen, who travel the country to fairs and mar- 
" 14 ery .— * | 15 wich Ger, f ſtudded with borſe- 


» 


Hoe. Theſe. may be ſald to conſtitute; A kind of Fourth 


«2 3 n ti lit of Tl ivalry, and may not im- 
822 Dae ars 'of the HoxN and Hofsz- 


8 15 2 4 at 
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I | Bulls, 3 | | 
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Bulls, if they're cuckolded, you know, 
Carry no ſtigma in their brow, 
The horns that nature planted there, 
For uſe, and ornament they wear. 
This cuckold was of different hue, 
Friend ſuch a one ! from me, or you, 
His fault will ne'er a chriſtian touch— 
His fault was—Dpoixg Trixcs Too uuch. “ 


LIBERTY. Ax E L E GV. 


F ROM a black cliff, where bold CORNUBIA' 8 
ſnoree 
A bulwark riſes to the weſtern main, 
| Fair Lis BERT with cheek all faded o'er, 
And accent broken, pour'd her plaintive ſtrain. 


* Where are thoſe days i (ch' afflicted mourner 
| cry'd) 
Thoſe happy, halcyon days, ah! whither 
gone 


At once my glory, and at once my pride, 
| When on compels in full-orb'd luſtre ſhone ! 


7 


There are various ways of doing Org and ways, as 
various, of doing them too much. A wrong thing is always 
done too much, when it is done at all, and a right thing 

may be dune too much, when it would have been more 
politic and expedient to let it alone, 

| Well 


Ga ww: © @&© 
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Well do I now rememeber, for the deed 
In times recorded annals ſtands confeſt, 
When the brave BARON-T RAIN, at Ruxvx - 
MEDE, 
In my defence oppos'd their dauntleſs breaſt. 


Full well I know, what then their zeal obtain'd, 
While fire-ey'd tyranny ſhrunk back ay. 
No more their laurels were with blood diſtain'd, 
A Macna CHAR TA for the ſtruggle * 


Like Adamant, for ages has it ſtood, 
The glad PALLApiuM of BRITANNIA's weal, 
PLANTAGENETS have own'd that ſanction good, 
Tuponxs themſelves have not diſdain'd their 


ſeal. 


Dreadful the period ! when, with deſp'rate head, 
A project roſe that cement to divide; 
To ſave a PeoPLE's rights, when Hamepen bled, 
And CHARLEs, to rights infring d, a martyr 
od! | | 


III fated race ! that, at fo dear a coſt, 
To ev'ry wholſome counſel ſtill were deaf, 


To wilful obſtinacy kingdoms loſt, 
While great Nass au flew o'er to my relief, 


* . 


In bright ſueceſfon, now, my glories roſe, i 
i Fhe grateful nation hail'd my charms. divine, 


og and impotent were, now, my foes, 


- For, hand in hand, I walk'd with BRUNS« . 


- WICK'S line. 


** 3 
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It cannot | be; that in the därling greign | 
Of Our; the mildeſt, ws of that name, 


Of ll ghteſt outra cage Favibbui {tivild' complain, 
Or, Want a breath to fan her dying flame, 


It The 9 be, when round the throne 
87155 aff in guäfdian order, ſtand, 
Thal errors guad that ſeat lade 


we F hear alt moins of a colliplainibg land. 


: ar be ſuch thought from Joy al FD remov'd, 
„Of, our lo 8 pure bw ſüch ideas far ! l 
Yard ge eli 1 be they are —be prov'd, 
Nor may ae nd protskiloh ita STAK'! 


May honeſt w the myſtery declare, 
And; drag each latent Caitiff into day, 


With cauſtic. ſearch ly each fo ul boſom bare, 
That dares my ſacred birthright to 'betay ! 


Yes—in 0 fire of patriot zeal cögſum'd, b 
Be all, who trifle with a Nariows cauſe, 
Their namęs to endleſs infamy be doom d 
Who dare abuſe her Monazcu and her Laws! 


«bit 2 inn 


Not all, .. corruption” 5 venal touch bath ford, 
Not all, ambitionꝰs ea eager graſp hath flain'd, 
Firm, i in my cauſe, a CHqsEN FEw have toil'd, 


And, faithful ſtill, like Anis, have Ne 
main'd, 


Why 


C121), 


Why ſhould I mention WIE ES“'s injur'd name, ä 
Vengeance on him has pour'd his deepeſt gall, 


Candour will pity, nay, perhaps might blame— 
Ex1LE;:[MPRISONMENT, have cancell'd- all. 


Lo! where the patriotꝭ band a-SAvILE leads 
(Sweet independence bleſs'd his natal 5 
ELECTIONS PRIVILEOE in ſenate pleads, 
And ſcortis the mutter'd menace: of a Tow'R 


What though baſe caluuny- s envenam'd tongue, 
Has ariven my CAMDEN from ASTREA's ſeat 
The public voice that loſs ſhall echo long, 


And, eager, wiſh his equal, there, to meet! 


What was his mighty crime ? at Fazepom's call 
Booldly he utter'd what his conſcience taught, 
And deem'd precedence, riches, favours, all, 


At conſcience's high price, too dearly bought. 


And, ſhall we drop no tear o'er BEcxyorD's urn, 
No ſigh for him in heart-felt ſorrow ſwell ? 
And fhall each noble breaſt forget to burn, 
For him, that acted, and deſery'd ſo well? 


A City” 8 Vojes her aged patriot drew, 
| From the lov'd ſeat where fain he would retite, 
Obedient to that City's Voice he flew, | 
Huis duty done, fie ſaw her Cer expire. 


-PENSION 
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TRONE and PEER AOR both—twas idly gueſs'd, 
CHATHAM'; intrepid eloquence might chain, 


Miki lull, Narcotic-like, his lips to reſt, 
Or to the language of a Covr reſtrain. 


*T was idly. gueſs'd—what SOV'REIGN GRACE be- 
ſtow'd, Yo 
For PuBLic SERvICE was a meet 3 


But ſhould that ſervice aſk a different mode, 
Say, ſhall the public ceaſe to claim regard ? 


No—on my fide, once more, I ſee him riſe, 
Again, the CHAMP1oN of the PEOPLE, come! [ 
W bat indignation flaſhes from his eyes, 
While ev'ry ſentence bears conviction home 


See! RockixGRan, with countenance benign, 
True to that virtuous, cauſe he always lov'd ! 
See l. Oratory, in her BuRKE, combine 
Whate'er old Rome in her own TuLLY 
, prov'd! 


Hear noble SHELBURNE in Philippics bold, 
Not bolder, could DzMosTHENEs inſpire, 

With genuine thunder ſhake attention cold, 
And kindle, there, the patriotic fire ! 


See Barre, DunninG, TownsmanD, 8. 


WAY- lend, AY 
With Fox, each nerve that language = be- 
ſtow, 


> GLytN, SAWBRIDGE, JOHNSTONE, faithful, 
guard their friend, : 


With CAVENDISH, from each inſidious blow, 


(1230) 


RicHmond and GRarTon, though deſpotic ſway, 

-  Mark'd the high lineage whence my claim 
deſcent, 

To better principles their homage pay, 

And to my plans avow their fix'd aſſent. 


> 6 «. 
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Seel MAxNcHESTER my warmeſt views eſpouſe, 
Conſtant to me, as needle to.the pole, 
See! at my ſhrine, where ſteady PorxTLAND bows, 
And courts my graces with a lover's ſoul. 


The dazzling glories of embattled toil,” 
In vain on EFFINGHAM their magic try, 
He ſhuns the laurel ſprung from CIvIL broil, 


And ſpurns the wreath which makes a Bro. 
THER ſigh. 


Nor be thy zeal, St. AsSAPH mild ! unſung, 
Nor thine, good PeTErBoRoUGH ! rev'rend 
pair! 
Teachers of unity ! whoſe chriſtian tongue, 
Still proves the garb and character ye bear: 


Next, in my train, not leaſt, though here, the 
laſt, 


See ABINGDON his maiden pen diſplay, 
In argument eclipſing vet'ran's paſt, 
A dawning pupil of my brighteſt day. 


Oh! could my conſcious heart to mem Ty give- 
Each name to FREEDOM and toBRITAIN dear, 
In fame's wide temple ever ſhould they live, 


And ſterling worth ſhould bloom, immortal 
there ! | | 


| 
| 


F ofter'd 


(0 5224 )) 
Foſtei'd by names like theſe,r {hall I deſpair, 
And quit, lat once, the qvell-diſputed. field? 
Though preſent clouds involve the derken'd air, 
Sball Ito foes unhop'd for triumph yield? 


Soon ſhall the glorious ſun theſe clouds diſpell, 
Anc᷑ throw around bis all- enlivening beam, 
SLAY*RY; vile hag ! fhall ſeek her native hell, 
N Myfelf, again, become BriTANNIA' $ theme ! 


The goddeſs ceas'd—when, wafted by the gale, 
Tr. inſpiring | ſound acroſs,th* Allantie flew, 

Each Colo o'er beard the, flatt'ring tale, | 
F or them, alas l too fate ring, to, be true! 


Black, in our Eaſtern hemiſphere; they ſaw 


» Atiow' ging tempeſt miſchief dirg Henend: 
„High o'er the ſacred bounds of CHARTER 'D law, 
They watch'd its fury on their coaſts deſcend. 


Petition meek, with many a tear and proan, 
| Redreſs, in vain, for grievances beſought, 
In vain remonſtrance urg d, ich firmer tone, 
| Each claim that reaſon, juſtice, nature taught. 


Th' indignant Pax E Ni both, alike | deſpis'd, 
Reſolv'd her ſons ſhould.oop ta her gontroul, 
Doom'd them at once, unheard, to bę chaſtis'd, 


-\Japuted crimes, and call'd them TA EASON 
ox ofoul! 


-- Prepar'd 
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Prepar'd to execute her ſtern dectees, pr 
(The hard alternative refus'd) we go, 


Spread our fell canvas o'er reluctant ſeas, 
And in each filial boſom ſeek a foe, 


We ſeek—and find, indeed !—far deadly hate 
Still deepeſt rankles where affeRions grew; 
So, on our palate ſharpeſt acids wait, 


Whence, late, the lip its ſweeteſt flavours 
drew. 


What ſanguine torrents deluge all the ground! 
'Tis KinDxep-BLood that ſtreams at ev'ry 
vein | | 
While rapine fierce, and carnage ſtalk around, 
And load with undiſtinguiſh'd ſpoils, this 
plain, 


Stop, mercileſs ! your fratricidal hands ! 
For none but RxLATIVxs lie proſtrate there 
What madneſs, more than ſavage, arms your bands? 
Ev'n the rude ſavage would a BxorhIR ſpare, 


Where are thoſe verdant fields that ſmil'd ſo gay ? 
Trampled in duft no verdure can we trace, 

Where ftood thoſe towns that did their ſpires 
__ diſplay? | 
Scarce can their ſmoking ruins point the place. 


, 


K | Where 
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Where are thoſe ſails that commerce, late, unfurl'd, 
To waft us treaſure, comfort, peace and joy ? 
The laviſh tribute of a WEsTERN WorLD, 
Plunder and piracy thoſe ſails employ. 


Shock'd at'a ſcene, ſo'guilty and forlorn, 
Away fair LIBER Tv in anguiſh fled, 

And o'er the deep, on ſounding. pinions borne, 

._- Obſcur'd, in tenfold night, her radiant head. 


Yet, in the breeze is heard her warning voice— 
In pity, cloſe, my ſons !-th* inteſtine war, 

Again, my preſence ſhall your eyes rejoice, 
And I will heal each vile, diſgraceful ſcar, 


Let me, once more, indiſſolubly bind 
Tour yielding hearts in frienaſhip s ſtrong 
embrace, 
Then—might ALL Euxorz, ALL THE WorLD 
might find 
© | Secure defiance from My Cnoskx Race !” 
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Frontiſpiece) price 18s. bound, and 15s. ſewed; 
| HE New Foundtinc Hosritai rox Wir 


Being a Collection of Fucirive Pizcxs, 11 
Verſe and Proſe, many of which were not before printed 


SEVERAL WERE WRITTEN BY 


SIR c. HANBURY WILLIAMS, 


THE DUKE. OF WHARTON, 


EARL OF CHESTERFIELD. 
DELAWAR, 
HARDWICKE, 
CARLISLE, 
— CHATHAM, 
LORD VISC. CLARE, 
LORDS LYTTLETON, 

| HARVEY, | 
CAPEL, 
LADY M. W. MONTAGU, 
LADY IRWIN, | 
MISS CARTE +, 
HON. C. VORNE, 
—— H. WALPOLE, | 
RT. HON, Cs TOWNSHEND, 
SIR j. MAWBEY, 
T. POTTER, 


* 


So AME JENYNS, ' 
DR. KING, 


DR. ARMSTRONG 
DR. AKENSIDE, 
C. ANSTEY, 

T. EDWARDS, 
C. CHURCHILL, 
W. SHENSTONE, 
MR. GRAY, 

J. THOMSON, 

J. S. HALL, 

J. WILKES, 

D. GARRICK, 

S. JOHNSON, 
B. THORNTON, + 
G. COLMAN, 


| 


R. LLOTY, : - 


R. BENTLEY, 


C. MORRIS, Efqrs 
| 


And other eminent Perſons 3. with ſome Pieces of Milton, 


Waller, Pope, Congreve, &c. not in their Works. 


| 


The following are printed in the ſame Size and Manne 
as the New FounpLinG rox Wir, and being Col 


lections of FuciTive Pitces 


upon the ſame Plan 


may be had bound uniform with that Work, pricy 
11. 78. or ſeparate, at the Prices undermentioned. 
HE Fucitrve MiscttLanr, being a Collectios 

of ſuch FuciTtive Picks, in Proſe and Verſe 


as are not in any other Collection, with many Piec 
never before pul. iſhed. By ſeveral Noblemen and Ge 


P 


tlemen. In Two Volumes 5 price 55. ſewed, or 6s. = 


& Comranion for a ueisurs Hour, being alſt 


a Collection of FUdITIVE Pitces, in no othe 
Collection; chiefly ferious. In Proſe and Verſe. One 


CI 


Volume, 28. 6d. ſewed, or 3s. bound. 


